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JULIUS CM $ A R

ACTI. SCENE I.

A Street in Rome.

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain Commoners.

F l a v i us.

ENCE; home, you idle creatures, gee

you home;
Is this a holiday? what! know you nor,

Being mechanical, you ought not walk
Upon a labouring day, without the fign

Of your profeffion ? fpeak, what trade art thou ?

Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter.

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule?

What doft thou with thy beft apparel on ?

You, Sir,—• What trade are you ?

Cob. Truly, Sir, in refpect of a fine workman, I

am but, as you would fay, a cobler.

Mar. But what trade art thou ? anfwer me directly.

Cob. A trade, Sir, that, I hope, I may ufe with

a fafe confeience \ which is, indeed, Sir, a mender
of bad foals.

B 2 Flav.



Julius C^sar.
Fhv. What trade, thou knave? thou naughty

knave, what trade ?
*uo"[y

Cob. Nay, I befeech you, Sir, be not out withmC
^

yet
,'L

y0U be out
>

Sir
> 1 can m«nd you.

fauc?feIW?
atmean '

ftth0U by tHat? °* *™
Cob. Why, Sir, cobble you.
Flav. Thou art a cobier, art thou >

mSL TT
-

]

Z'
Sir

'
a
|

,

V
that 1 llve bV, « the awl: Imeddle with no tradefmen's matters, nor woman's

matters
»
but wuh-all, I am, indeed,' Sir, a fTgeon

to old fhoesj when they are in great danger, fr"cover them. As proper men as ever trod upon neats-
leather have gone upon my handy-work.
Eav But wherefore are not in thy lhcp to day?Why doft thou lead thefe men about the ftreets ?

7

« r ir
7 '

S 'r
'

t0 wear out their to getmyfelf into more work." But, indeed Sir wemake^hohday to lee Cafar, and to rejoice in %
^U^r reJ°ke -'~ wh^onqueft brings

What tributaries follow him to Rome,To grace hi captive bonds his chariot-wheels >

O von h HT ftTeS
' y°U Wor!e than things'O you hard hearts

! you cruel men of Rome >
S

Knew you not Pompey? many a timc and of
-

Have you chmb'd up to walls and battlements,fo Towers and wmdows, yea, to chimney topsYour .nfants in your arms; and there have fa!TThe hye-Iohg day with patient expectationTo lee great Pompey paflthe ftreets of RomeAnd when you iaw hi. chariot but appearHave you not made an univerfal ftout,
'

VUy
1
trem

,

b!ed und<™eath his banksTo hear the replication of your foundsMade in his concave fliores >

And



Julius Cesar.
And do you now put on your belt attire ?

And do you now cull out an holiday ?

And do you now ftrew flowers in his way,

That comes in triumph over Pompey\ olood ?

Be gone •

Run to your houfes, fall upon your knees,

Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague,

That needs muft light on this ingratitude.

Flav Go, go, good countrymen, and for that Fault

AfTemble all the poor men of your fort

;

Draw them to Tyber\ bank, and weep your tears

Into the channel, 'till the loweft ftream

Do kifs the moft exalted mores of all.

[Exeunt Commoners.

See, whe're their bafeft mettle be not mov'd ;

They vanifh tongue-ty'd in their guiltinefs.

Go you down that way tow'rds the Capitol,

This way will I ; difrobe the images,

If you do find them * deck'd with ceremonies.

Mar. May we do fo ?

You know it is the feaft of Lupercal.

Flav. It is no matter, let no images
Be hung with Ctefar's trophies ; I'll about,

And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets

:

So do you too, where you perceive them thick.

Thefe growing feathers, pluckt from Ctefar's wing,
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch;

Who elfe would 1

foar above the view of men,
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [Exeuntfeverdly.

* —decked nvitb ceremonies.] Ceremonies, for religious orna-

ments. Thus af.erwards he explains them by Cafars trophies ;

i. e. fuch as he had dedicated to the Gods.
1 /bar above the view of men,] Paterculus fays of this

C&far, animo fupcr bumanam & naturam & fidem e<ve£tus, w hich

is finely expreiied, if we unaerftand it to fignity that he a/pired to

a ponver that was contrary to the rights of nature, and ta> the

duty and goodfaith he ovjtd his country.

Vol. VII. B 3 SCENE



Julius Caesar.

SCENE II.

Enter Caefar, Antony, for the Courfe, Calphurnia,

Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Caflius, Cafca, e,

Soothfayer.

Caf. Calphurnia,

Cafe. Peace, ho ! Cafar fpeaks.

Caf Calphurnia^ *

Calp Here, my lord.

Caf Stand you diredly in Antonius* way,

When he doth run his Courfe 'Antonius,

Ant. Cafar, my lord.

Caf. Forget not in your fpeed, Antonius,

To touch Calphurnia \ for our Elders fay,

The barren, touched in this holy chafe,

Shrike off their fteril curfe.

Ant. I (hall remember.

When Cafar fays, do this ; it is perform'd.

Caf. Set on, and leave no ceremony out.

Sooth. Cafar,'

Caf Ha! who calls ?

Cafe Bid every noife be ftill : peace yet again.

Caf Who is it in the Prefs, that calls on me?
I hear a tongue, fhriller than all the mufick,

Cry, Cafar. Speak \ Cafar is turn'd to hear.

Sooth Beware the Ides of March.

Caf What man is that ?

Bru. A foothlayer bids you beware the Ides of

March.

Caf Set him before me, let me fee his face.

Caf Fcljow, comefrom the throng, look upon Cafar.

Caf W hat lay 'ft thou to me now ? fpeak once again.

Sooth. Beware the Ides of March.

Caf He is a dreamer, let us leave him *, pafs.

[Exeunt Casfar and Train,

SCENE



Julius C^sar.

SCENE III.

Manent Brutus and Cafllus.

Caf Will you go fee the order of the Courfe?

Bru. Not I.

Caf I pray you, do.

Bru. I am not gamefom ; I do lack fome part

Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony:

Let me not hinder, Cajfius, your defires

;

I'll leave you.

Caf. Brutus, I do obferve you now of late j

I have not from your eyes that gentlenefs,

And mew of love, as I was wont to have

;

You bear too ftubborn and too ftrange a hand

Over your friend that loves you.

Bru. Coffins,

Be not deceiv'd : if I have veil'd my look,

I turn the trouble of my countenance

Mcerly upon myfelf. Vexed I am,
Of late, with paffions of fome difference,

Conceptions only proper to myfelf

;

Which give fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviour

:

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd,

Among which number, Cajfius, be you one 5

Nor conftrue any farther my neglect,

Than that poor Brutus, with himfelf at war,

Forgets the mews of Jove to other men.

Caf. Then, Brutus, I have much mi(look your

palTion ;

By means whereof, this bread of mine hath buried

Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations.

Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face?

Bru. No, Caffius ; for the eye fees not itfelf,

But by reflexion from fome other things.

B 4 Ca/l



Julius CjEsar.

Caf 'Tisjuft.

And it is very much lamented, Brutus*

That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn

Your hidden worthinefs into your eye,

That you might fee your fhadow. 1 have heard,

Where many of the belt refpect in Rome*

(Except immortal C<efar) fpeaking of Brutus*

And groaning underneath this age's yoak,

Have wifh'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes.

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caffius?

That you would have me feek into myfelf,

For that which is not in me ?

Caf. Therefore, good Brutus* be prepar'd to hear

;

And fince you know, you cannot lee yourfelf

So well as by reflexion j I, your glafs,

"Will modeftly difcover to yourfelf

That of yourfelf, which yet you know not of.

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus

:

Were I a common laugher, or did ufe

To (tale with ordinary oaths my love

To every new proteftor; if you know,
That I do fawn on men, and hug them hard,

And after fcandal them or if you know,
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous.

[Flouri/h andfhout*

Bru. What means this fhouting? I do fear, the

People

Chufe Cafar for their King.

Caf: Ay, do you fear it ?

Then muft I think, you would not have it ib.

Bru. I would nor, Coffins > yet I love him well

:

Bat wherefore do you hold me here lb long?
What is it, that you would impart to me?
Jf it be aught toward the general good,
Set honour in one eye, and Death i'th' other,



Julius Caesar.
5 And I will look on Death indifferently :

For, let the Gods To fpeed me, as I love

The name of Honour, more than I fear Death.

Caf. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus ,

As well as I do know your outward favour.

Well, Honour is the fubject of my ftory :—

•

I cannot tell, what you and other men
Think of this life; but for my fingle felf,

I had as lief not be, as live to be

In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf.

I was born free as C*Jdr> fo were you

;

We both have fed as well ; and we can both

Endure the winter's cold, as well as he.

" 3 For once upon a raw and gufty day,
" The troubled Tyber chaling with his mores,

2 And I will look on both indifferently {] This is a contradic-

tion to the lines immediately fucceeding. If he Irtfd honour^

more than hefear d death, how could they be both ind;fteient to

him ? Honour thus is but in equal balance to death, which is not

fpeaking at ail like Brutus: for, in a foldier of any ordinary pre-

tentions, honour ftiould always preponderate. We mult certainly

read,

And I will look on death indifferently.

What occafion'd the corruption, I prefume, was, the tranferibers

imagining, the adverb indifferently muil be applied to two things

opposed. But the ufe of the word does not demand it ; nor does

Shake/pear always apply it fo. In the prefent paflage it fignifies

negleclingly ; without fear, ox concern; And fo Cafca afterwards,

again in this acl, employs it.

And dangers are to me indifferent.

I weigh them not ; nor am deterrM on theYcore of Danger.

3 Tor "once upon a raw and gujiy day, &c] This was the com-
mon exercife ot fuch of the Roman nobility as delighted in the ufe

of arms. Therefore Horace, fpeaking of one enervated by love,

fays, Cur timetfilavum Tiberim tangere f

On which Hermannus Figulus makes this comment

—

Natare,

Nam Romse prima adolefcentiajwvenes, prater cateras gymnajli-

cas difciplinas, etiam natare difcebant, ut ad belli munera fir-

rtiores aptiorefoue effent. And he puts us in mind, from Sueto-

nius, how expert a iwimmer Julius Cafar was.

Cafar



Julius Cjesar.
<c Cafar fays to me, dar'ft thou, Cqffius, now
" Leap in with me into this angry flood,

" And fwim to yonder point ?— Upon the word,
" Accoutred as I was, 1 plunged in,

* 4 And bid him follow ; lb, indeed, he did.
tc The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it

<c With lufty finews ; throwing it afide,

" And (lemming it with hearts of controverfie.
* c But ere we could arrive the point propos'd,"

Ccefar cry'd, Help me, Cqffius, or I fink.

I, as Mneas, our great Anceftor,

Did from the flames of Trey upon his moulder

The old Anchifes bear, fo, from the v/aves of Tyber

Did I the tired Cafar : and this man
Is now become a God ; and Caffius is

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body,

If C<efar carelefly but nod on him.

He had a fever when he was in Spain,

And when the fit was on him, 1 did mark
How he did make : 'tis true, this God did make ;

4 His coward lips did from their colour fly,

And that fame eye, whofe Bend doth awe the world,

Did lofe its luftre; I did hear him groan:

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans

IVIark him, and write his fpeeches in their books,

Alas! it cry'd— give me fome drink, Titinius *

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me,

A man of fuch a feeble temper fhould

" So 5 get the ftart of the majeftick world,
« And

4 His coward lips didfrom their colour fly,] A plain man
would have faid, the colour fed from his lips, ar.d not his lips

from their colour. But the falfe expreffion was for the fake of as

falfe a piece of wit: a poor quibble, alluding to a coward flying

from his colours.

5
— get the fart of the majeftick world, &c] This image is

extremely noble : it is taken trom the Olympic games. The ma-

jeftic world is a fine pcviphrafis for the Roman empire : their

citizens



Julius Cesar.
4C And bear the Palm alone." [Shout. Flourijh

Bru. Another general ftiout

!

I do believe, that thefe applauies are

For fome new honours that are heap'd on C<efar.

Caf.
c Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow

world

Like a Colojfus ; and we petty men
4 Walk under his huge legs, and peep about
* To find ourfelves difhonourable graves.

* Men at fometimes are matters of their fates:

4 The fault, dear Brutus ^ is not in our ftars,

* But in ourfelves, that we are underlings.
4 Brutus and Cefar ! what fhould be in that Ccefar?
4 Why mould that name be founded, more than yours ?

4 Write them together yours is as fair a name :

4 Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well

;

* Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em,
* Brutus will ftart a fpirit, as foon as Ccefar.

' Now in the names of all the Gods at once,
4 Upon what meat does this our Qafar feed,
4 That he is grown fo great? Age, thou art fham'd;
4 Rome, thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods.
4 When went there by an age, fince the great flood,
4 But it was fam'd with more than with one man ?

4 When could they fay, till now, that talk'd of Rome,
4 That her wide walls incompafs'd but one man ?

Now is it Rome, indeed; and room enough,

When there is in it but one only man.

Oh ! you and I have heard our fathers fay,

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd

Th* eternal devil to keep his ftate in Rome,
As eafily as a King.

citizens fet themfelves on a footing with Kings, and they called

their dominion Orbis Romanus. But the particular allufion Teems

to be to the known ftory of C<efars great pattern Alexander,

who being asked, whether he would run the courfe at the Olym-

pic games, replied, Yes, if the racers were Kings.

Bru,



Julius Caesar.

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous

;

What you would work me to, I have fome aim ;

How I have thought of this, and of thefe times,

I mall recount hereafter: for this prefent,

I would not (fo with love I might intreat you)

Be any further mov'd. What you have laid,

I will confider ; what you have to fay,

I will vith patience hear; and find a time

Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things.

'Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this \

Brutus had rather be a villager,

Than to repute himfelf a fon of Rome
Under fuch hard conditions, as this time

Is like to lay upon us.

Cqf. I am glad that my weak words

Have (truck but thus much mew of fire from Brutus.

SCENE IV.

Enter Csefar and bis 'Train.

Bru. The Games are done, and Ctfar is returning.

Caf. As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the fleeve,

And he will, after his four famion tell you,

What hath proceeded worthy note to day.

Bru. 1 will do fo; but look you, Cqflius,

The angry fpor. doth glow on C*far*s brow,

And all the reft look like a chidden train.

Calpburnia's cheek is pale •, and Cicero

Looks with fuch ferret, and fuch fiery eyes,

As we have feen him in the Capitol,

Being croft in conf 'rence by fome Senators.

Caf Cafca will tell us what the matter is.

C<ef Antoniusy

Ant. Ccefar?

C<ff. " Let me have men, about me that are fat,

* ; Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a-nights:
ki Yond



Julius C^sar.
M Yond Caffius has a lean and hungry look,

" He thinks coo much; fuch men are dangerous.

/int. Fear him not, Crffar, he's not dangerous

;

He is a noble Roman, and well given.

Ca?f.
6 'Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not

:

* Yet if my name were liable to fear,

6
1 do not know the man I fhould avoid,

4 So foon as that fpare Coffins. He reads much ;

4 He is a great obferver •, and he looks

* Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays,
4 As thou doit, Antony \ he hears no mufick ;

4 Seldom he fmiles ; and fmiles in fuch a fort,

4 As if he mock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit,

4 That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing.
1 Such men as he be never at heart's eafe,

* Whilft they behold a greater than themfelves

;

4 And therefore are they very dangerous.
4

I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd,

4 Than what I fear for always I am Cxfar.

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf,

And tell me truly, what thou think'ft of him.

[Exeunt Casfar and his Train*SCENE V.

Manent Brutus and Caffius : Cafca, to them.

Cafca. You pull'd me by the cloak ; would you
fpeak with me ?

Bru. Ay, Cafca, tell us what hath chanc'd today,

That Cafar looks fo fad.

Cafca. Why, you were with him, were you not?

Bru. I mould not then ask Cafca what had chanc'd.

6
'

'Would hi uoerefatter ; -] Johnfon, in his Bartholomew^

fair> unjufily fneers at this paff:;ge, in Knockhatns fpeech to the

Pig -woman. Come, there'' s no malice infat folks i I neverfear
thee, avd I can fcafe thy lean moon-calf there.

Cafca,



Julius C^sar.

Cafca. Why, there was a crown offer'd him; and

being offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his

hand thus, and then the people fell a fhouting.

Bru. What was the fecond noife for ?

Cafca. Why, for that too.

Caf. They fhouted thrice : what was the laft cry for ?

Cafca. Why, for that too.

Bru. Was the crown offer'd him thrice ?

Cafca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice,

every time gentler than other ; and at every putting

by, mine honeft neighbours fhouted.

Caf. Who offer'd him the crown ?

Cafca. Why, Antony.

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca.

Cafca. I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner
of it : it was meer foolery, I did not mark it. I faw

Mark Antony offer him a crown ; yet 'twas not a crown

neither, 'twas one of thefe coronets ; and, as I told

you, he put it by once; but for all that, to my think-

ing he would fain have had it. Then he offer'd it

to him again : then he put it by again; but, to my
thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers off it.

And then he offer'd it the third time; he put it the

third time by ; and dill as he refus'd it, the rabble-

ment houted, and clap'd their chopt hands, and threw

up their fweaty night-caps, and utter'd fuch a deal of

(linking breath, becaufe Cafar refus'd the crown, that

it had almoft choaked defar ; for he fwooned, and

fell down at it : and for mine own part, I durft not

laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and receiving the

bad air.

Caf. But, foft, I pray you ; what, did Qefar fwoon ?

Cafca . He fell down in the market-place, and foam'd

at mouth, and was fpeechlefs.

Bru. 'Tis very like ; he hath the falling Sicknefs.

Caf. No, Ccefar hath it not ; but you and I,

And honeft Cafca, we have the falling-ficknefs.

Cafca,



Julius C^sar.
Cafea, I know not what you mean by that ; but, I

am fure, Cafar fell down: If the tag-rag people did

not clap him, and hils him, according as he pleas'd,

and difpleas'd them, as they ufed to do the Players in

the Theatre, I am no true man.

Bru. What faid he, when he came unro himfelf ?

Cafca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per-

ceiv'd the common herd was glad he refus'd the

Grown, he pluckt me ope his doublet, and offer'd

them his throat to cut : An' I had been a man of any

occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word,

I would I might go to hell among the rogues ; and fo

he fell. When he came to himielf again, he faid,

4C If he had done, or faid any thing amifs, he de-
M fir'd their Worfhips to think it was his infirmity.

"

Three or four wenches where I flood, cry'd, " alas,

u good foul!" and forgave him with all their

hearts: but there's no heed to be taken of them if

Cafar had ftabb'd their mothers, they would have

done no lefs.

Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away ?

Cafca. Ay.

Caf. Did Cicero fay any thing?

Cafca. Ay, he fpoke Greek.

Caf. To what effeft i

Cafca. Nay, an' I tell you that, I'll ne'er look you
i' th' face again. But thofe, that underftood him, fmird
at one another, and fhook their heads ; but for mine
own part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more
news too : Marullus and Flavins^ for pulling fcarfs

off Cafar's Images, are put to filence. Fare you well.

There was more foolery yet, if I could remember it.

Caf. Will you fup with me to night, Cafca ?

Cafca. No, I am promis'd forth.

Caf Will you dine with me to morrow ?

Cafca. Ay, if I be alive, and your mind hold, and
your dinner be worth the eating.

Caf



Julius C^sar.

Caf. Good, I will expect you.

Cafca. Do fo : farevvel Both. [Exit.

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ?

He was quick mettle, when he went to fchooJ.

Caf So is he now, in execution

Of any bold or noble enterprize,

However he puts on this tardy form :

This rudenefs is a fauce to his good wit,

Which gives men ftomach to digeft his words

With better appetite.

Bru. And fo it is : for this time I will leave you.

To morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me,

1 will come home to you ; or, if you will,

Come home to me, and I will wait for you.

Caf I will do fo ; till then, think of the world.

[Exit Brutus.

Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I fee,

Thy honourable Metal may be wrought

From what it is difpos'd ; therefore 'tis meet,

That noble minds keep ever with their likes

:

For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc'd ?

C<efar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus.
7 If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius,

He mould not humour me. 1 will, this night,

In feveral hands, in at his windows throw,

As if they came from feveral citizens,

Writings, all tending to the great opinion

That Rome holds of his name : Wherein obfcurely

Cafar's ambition fliall be glanced at.

7 If I were Brutus novo, and he autre Caflius,

He Jbould not humour me.— ] This is a reflexion en

Brutus'* ingratitude ; which concludes, as is ufual on fuch occa-

iions, in an encomium on his own better conditions. If 1 were
Brutus, (fays he) and Brutus, Camus, hejhould not cajole me as

I do him. To humour fignifies here to turn and wind him, by
inflaming his pafiions. The Oxford Editor alters the lait line to

Cxfar Jtjould not love me.
What he means by it, is not worth inquiring.

And,
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And, after this, let C*far feat him fure

;

For we will ihake him, or worfe days endure. [Exit,

SCENE VI.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Cafca, his [word drawn \

and Cicero, meeting him.

Cic. Good even, Cafca j brought you Cgfar home ?

Why are you breathlefs, and why (tare you fo ?

Cafca. Are not you mov'd, when all the fway of
earth

Shakes like a thing unfirm ? O Cicero !

I have feen tempefts, when the fcolding winds

Have riv'd the knotty oaks •, and I have feen

Th* ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam,

To be exalted with the threatning clouds

:

But never till to night, never till now,

Did I go through a tempeft dropping fire.

Either there is a civil flxife in heav'n ;

Or elfe the world, too faucy with the Gods,

Incenfes them to fend deftruction.

Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful ?

Cafca. A common Have, you know him well by
fight,

Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn,

Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand,

Not fenfible of fire, remain'd unfcorch'd.

Befides, (I ha* not fince put up my fword)

Againft the Capitol I met a lion,

Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by.

Without annoying me. And there were drawn
Upon a heap a hundred ghaftly women,
Transformed with their fear ; who fwore, they law
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreecs.

And yefterday, the bird of night did fit,

Ev'n at noon-day, upon the market-place,

Houting and fhrieking. When thefe Prodigies

Vol. VII. C Da
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Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay,

" Thefeare their reafons, they are natural :
"

For, I believe, they are portentous things

Unto the Climate, that they point upon.

Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrange-difpofed time

:

But men may conftrue things after their fafhion,

Clean from the purpofe of the things themfelves.

Comes Cafar to the Capitol to morrow ?

Cafca. He doth : for he did bid Antonius

Send word to you, he would be there to morrow.

Cic. Good night then, Cafca \ this difturbed sky

Is not to walk in.

Cafca. Farewel, Cicero. [Exit Cicero.

SCENE VII.

Enter Cafllus.

Caf Who's there ?

Cafca. A Roman.

Caf Cafca, by your voice.

Cafca. Your ear is good. Cqffius^ what night is this?

Caf A very pleafmg night to honeft men.

Cafca. Who ever knew the heaven's menace fo ?

Caf. Thofe, that have known the earth fo full of

faults.

For my part, I have walk'd about the ftreets,

Submitting me unto the perillous night 5

And thus unbraced, Cafca, as you fee,

Have bar'd my bofom to the thunder- ftone :

And when the crofs blue lightning feem'd to open
The breaft of heaven, I did prelent my felf

Ev'n in the aim and very flam of it.

Cafca. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the

heav'ns ?

It is the part of men to fear and tremble,

When the mod mighty Gods, by tokens, fend

Such dreadful heralds to aftonifh us.

Caf
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Caf You are dull, Cafca ; and thofe fparks of life*

That mould be in a Roman, you do want,

Or elfe you ule not ; you look pale, and gaze,

And put on fear, and caft your felf in wonder,
To fee the rtrange impatience of the heav'ns

:

But if you would confider the true caufe,

Wiiy all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghofls,

Why birds and beafts, from quality and kind,

Why old men, fools,
8 and children calculate ;

Why all thefe things change, from their ordinance.

Their natures and pre-formed faculties

To monftrous quality \ why, you fhall find,

That heaven has infus'd them with thefe fpirits*

To make them inftruments of fear and warning

Unto fome monftrous ftate.

Now could J, Cafca, name to thee a man
Moft like this dreadful night;

That thunders, lightens, opens Graves, and roars

As doth the lion in the Capitol

A man no mightier than thy felf, or me,

In perfonal action ; yet prodigious grown,

And fearful, as thefe ftrange eruptions are.

Cafca. 'Tis Ccefar that you mean -

9 is it not, Caffus ?

Caf Let it be who it is : for Romans now
Have thewes and limbs like to their anceftors

;

But, woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead,

And we are govem'd with our mothers' fpirits

:

Our yoke and fufPrance fliew us womanim.
Cafca. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to morrow

Mean to eftablilh Cafar as a King

:

And he fhall wear his Crown by (ea and land,

In every place, fave here in Italy.

8 and Children calculate ; ] Calculate here figmfiea

to foretel or prophefy : For the cuftom of foretelling fortunes by
judicial Aftrology (which was at that time much in vogue) being

performed by a long tedious calculation, Shakefpear> wich his

ufual liberty, employs the /pedes
. [ calculate ] for the genus

[ foretel. ]

C 2 Caf
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Caf c

I know, where I will wear this dagger then
5 Coffins from bondage will deliver Cqflius.

c Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong

* Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat

;

* Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs,

* Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong link* of iron,

* Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit

:

* But life, being weary of theie worldly bars,

* Never lacks power to difmiis icfelf.

« If I know this; know all the world befides,

* That part of tyranny, that I do bear,

* I can fhake off at pleafure.

Cafca. So can I :

So every bondman in his own hand bears

The power to cancel his captivity.

Caf. And why fhould Cafar be a tyrant then ?

Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf,

But that he fees, the Romans are but flieep;

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds.

Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty fire,

Begin it with weak ftraws. What tram is Rome?
W hat rubbifh, and what offal ? when it ferves

For the bafe matter to illuminate

So vile a thing as Cafar? But, oh, grief!

Where haft thou Jed me? I, perhaps, fpeak this

Before a willing bondman : then I know,
My aniwer muft be made. But I am arm'd,

And dangers are to me indifferent.

Cafca. You fpeak to Cajca, and to fuch a man,
That is no flearing tell-tale. Hold my hand ;

Be factious for redrefs of all thefe griefs,

And I will fet this foot of mine as far,

As who goes fartheft.

Caf. There's a bargain made.
Now know you, Cafca, I have mov'd already

Some certain of the nqbleft-minded Romans,
To undergo, with me, an enterprize
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Of honourable dang'rous confequence ;

And I do know, by this they (lay for mc
In Pompey's Porch. For now, this fearful night,

There is no ftir, or walking in the ftreets

;

9 And the complexion of the Elements

Is fev'rous, like the work we nave in hand j

Moll bloody, fiery, and'moft terrible.

Enter Cinna.

Cafca. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one in

hafte.

Caf. 'Tis Cinna* I do know him by his gate

;

He is a friend. Cinna^ where hafte you fo ?

Cin. To find out you : who's that, Metellus Cimber?

Caf No, it is Cafca, one incorporate

To our attempts. Am I not (laid for, Cinna?

Cin. Fin glad on't. What a fearful night is this?

There's two or three of us have feen ftrange fights.

Caf. Am I not (laid for? tell me.
Cin. Yes, you are.

O Coffins ! could you win the noble Brutus

To our party'

9 And the complexion of the Element
Isfcvrous ] We find from the preceding relation,

that it was not one Element only which was disturbed, but all;

being told that all the/way of Earth Jhook like a thing infirm ;

that the winds rived the knotty oaks ; that the Ocean raged and

framed; and that there was a tempifl dropping Fire. So that all the

four Elements appear'd to be diiorderd. We mould read

therefore,

*lhe complexion of the Elements,

which is confirm'd by the following line,

Mofl bloody, fiery, and mojl terrible.

Bloody referring to the water ; fiery to the air and fire ; and terri-

ble to the earthquakes ; as appears frcm Calpburnia's account?

which is a comment on this line :

Graves have yavsn'd, andyielded up their dead}

Fiercefiery warriors fight upon the clouds ,

Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol.

C 3 Caf.
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Caf. Be you content. Good Cinua, take this paper;

And look you lay it in the Praetor's chair,

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this

In at his window; fet this up with wax
Upon old Brutus'' Statue : all this done,

Repair to Pompey's porch, where you (hall find us.

Is Decius Brutus, and frebonius there ?

Cm. All, but Metettus Cimber9 and he's gone

To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie,

And fo beitow thefe papers, as you bade me.

Caf That done, repair to Pompey's Theatre.

[Exit Cinna,

Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day,

See Brutus at his houfe ; three parts of him
Is ours already, and the man entire

Upon the next encounter yields him ours.

Cafia. O, he fits high in all the people's hearts

:

And that, which would appear offence in us.

His countenance, like richeft alchymy,

Will change to virtue and to worthinefs.

Caf. Him, and his worth, and our great need of

him,

You have right well conceited ; let us go,

For it is after mid-night; and, ere day,

We will awake him, and be fure of him. [Exeunt.

ACT II. SCENE I,

Brutus^ Garden,

Enter Brutus.

.Brutus.

WHA T, Lucius I ho!

—

I cannot by the progreis of the (hrs,

Give guefs how near to day Lucius
%

I fay \

I
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T would, it were my fault to fleep fo foundly.

When, Lucius, when ? awake, 1 fay •, what, Lucius*

Enter Lucius.

Luc. CalPd you, my lord ?

Bru. Get me a taper in my ftudy, Lucius:

When it is lighted, come and call me here.

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit,

Bru. It muft be by his death : and, for my part,

I know no perfonal caufe to fpurn at him ;

But for the general. He would be crown'd
" How that might change his nature, there's the

queftion.

" It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ;

" And that craves wary walking : crown him—
that

" And then I grant we put a fting in him,
a That at his will he may do danger with.

" Th* abufe of Greatnefs is, when it disjoins

" *Remorfe from Power : and,to fpeak truth of C<efar^

I have not known when his affections fway'd

More than his reafon. But 'tis a common proof,
6 That lowlinefs is young ambition's ladder,

* 1 Whereto the climber-upward turns his face ;

6 But when he once attains the upmoft round,
* He then unto the ladder turns his back,
c Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees
4 By which he did afcend : fo Cafar may :

Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel

-f*
Will bear no colour, for the thing he is,

* Rem or fe/row Power;—] Remorfe, for mercy.
I Whereto the climber upward turns, &c] Climber upward

mould be printed with a hyphen to avoid an ambiguity, of climb-

ing upwards or turning upwards, for, underuood in the latter

fenfe, the thought is abfurd and defective.

f Will bear no colour, for the thing he is,

Faihion it thus— ] The metaphor from the wardrobe, when
the Excellence of thefajhion makes out for the defect of the colour..

Vol, VII. Fa(hion
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Fafhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented,
Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities

:

And therefore think him as a ferpent's egg,

Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mif-

chievous ;

And kill him in the fliell.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. The taper burnetii in your cJofet, Sir

:

Searching the window io\ flint, J found

This paper thus feai'd up \ and, I am fure,

It did not lie there, when I went to bed.

[Gives him the letter.

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day ;

4
Is not to morrow, bey, the Ides of March ?

Luc. 1 know not, Sir.

Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word.
Luc. I will, Sir. [Exit
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air,

Give fo much light, that I may read by them.

[Opens the letter, and reads,

Brutus thou Jleep'ji > awake^ andfee thy felf:

Shall Rome fpeak, firike^ redrefs.

Brutus, thoufleepfi: awake.

Such inftigations have been often dropt,

Where I have took them up :

Shall Rome thus muft 1 piece it out,

Shall Rome (land under one man's awe ? what ! Rome?

Z Is not tomorrow, boy, the first of March?] We fhould

lead Ides : For we can never fuppofe the fpeaker to have loft

fourteen days in his account. He is here plainly ruminating on
what the foothfayer told C<efar [Act I. Scene 2.] in his prefence,

[--Beware the Ides ofMarch.] The boy comes back and fays, Sir,

March is wafted fourteen days. So that rhe morrow was the Ides

of March, as he fuppufed. For March
,
May, Jut) , and October

had fix nones each, fo that the fifteenth of March was the Ides of

that month.

My
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My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome
The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King.

Speak, jtrike, redrefs,—am I entreated then

To fpeak, and ftrike ? O Rome 1 1 make thee promife,

If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv'ft

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus!

Enter Lucius.

Lue. 3 Sir, March is wafted fourteen days.

[knocks within.

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate; fome body
knocks : [Exit Lucius.

Since Cajfius firft did whec me againft Cafar^

I have not dept.-

* 4 Between the acting of a dreadful thing,

« And

3 Sir, March is wafted fifteen^/.] The editors are mightily

miftaken : Jt was wafted but fourteen days ; this was the dawn of

the fifteenth, when the boy makes his report.

4 Between the ailing of a dreadful thing,

And the firft motion, &c.~\ That nice critic, Dionyftus of

Halicarnajfus, complains that, of all kind of beauties, thofe

great ftrokes, which he calls the terrible graces, and which are

fo frequent in Homer, are the rareil to be found in the following

writers. Among!! our countrymen it feems to be as much con-

fined to the Britijb Homer. This defcription of the condition of

confpirators, before the execution of their delign, has a pomp
and terror in it that perfectly aftonifhes. The excellent Mr. Addi-

fon, whofe modefty made him fometimes diffident in his own
genius, but whofe true judgment always led him to the fafeft

guides, (as we may fee by thofe many fine ftrokes in his Cato bor-

rowed from the Philippics of Cicero) has paraphrafed this fine

defcription ; but we are no longer to expect thofe terrible graces

which animate his original.

O think, what anxious moments pafs between
The birth of plots, and their laftfatal periods.

Oh, 'tis a dreadful internal of time,

Fiird up with horror all, and big with death. Cato.

I fhall make two remarks on this fine imitation. The firft is,

that the fubjects of the two confpiracies being fo very different,

(the fortunes of Cafar and the Roman Empire being concerned in

the one; and that of a few auxiliary troops only in the other)

Mr. Addifon could not, with propriety, bring in that magnificent

circum-
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c And the firft motion, all the interim is

< Like a phantafma, or a hideous dream :

« The Genius, and the mortal inftruments

« Are then in council ; and the ftate of man,
« Like to a little Kingdom, fuffers then

c The nature of an infurrection.

Enter Lucius.

Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother Cqffius at the door,

Who doth defire to fee you.

Bru. Is he alone ?

Luc. No, Sir, there are more with him,

Bru. Do you know them ?

circumftance wMch gives one of the terrible graces of Shake-

/pear's defcriplion;

The Genius, and the Mortal Inftruments

Are then in Council —

«

For Kingdoms, in the Pagan Theology, befides their good, had

their evil Genius''s, likewife; represented here, with the mod da-

ring ftretch of fancy, as fitting in confultation with the confpi-

rators, whom he calls their Mortal Inftruments. But this, as

we fay, would have been too pompous an apparatus to the rape

and defertion of Syphax and Sempronius. The other thing ob-

servable is, tbat Mr. Addifon was io ftruck and afTecled with thefe

terrible graces in his original, that inftead of imitating his author's

fentiments, he hath, before he was aware, given us only the copy

of his own imprefiions made by them. For,

Oh, "'tis a dreadful interval of time,

Fiird up vuitb Horror all, and big 'with death,

are but the affections raifed by fuch forcible Images as thefe,

» JH the Interim is

Like a Phantafma, or a hideous Dream.
- the State of Man

hike to a little Kingdom, fuffers then

The Nature of an infurreciion.

Comparing the troubled*mind of aconfpirator to a ftate ofAnarchy,

is juft and beautiful ; but the interim, or interval, to an hideous

vifion, or a frightful dream, holds fomething fo wonderfully of

truth, and lays the foul fo open, that one can hardly think it

pofiible for any man, who had not fome time or other been en

gaged in a confpiracy, to give fuch force of colouring to Nature.

Luc.
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Luc. No, Sir, their Hats are pluckt about their

ears,

And half their faces buried in their Cloaks;

That by no means 1 may dilcover them

By any mark of favour.

Bru. Let them enter. {Exit Lucius.

They are the faction. " O Confpiracy!
44 Sham'ft thou to mew thy dang'rous brow by night,

?«• When Evils are mod free? O then, by day
44 Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough,
44 To mask thy monftrous vifage? feek none, Con-

fpiracy ;

4C Hide it in Smiles and Affability :

44 For if thou path, thy native femblance on,
" Not Erebus itfelf were dim enough
48 To hide thee from prevention.

SCENE II.

Enter Caflius, Cafca, Decius, Cinna, MeteJlus, and
Trebonius.

Caf. I think, we are too bold upon your Reft

;

Good morrow, Brutus, do we trouble you ?

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night.

Know i thefe men, that come along with you ? \Afide.

Caf. Yes, every man of them and no man here,

Bat honours you : and every one doth wifh,

You had but that opinion of your felf,

Which every noble Roman bears of you.

This is Trebonius.

Bru. He is welcome hither.

Caf. This, Deans Brutus.

Bru. He is welcome too.

Caf. This, Cafca ; this, China \

And this, Metellus Cimber.

Bru. They are all welcome.

What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves
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Betwixt your eyes and night?

Caf. Shall I entreat a word ? [They ivbifper.

Dec. Here lies the Eaft : doth not the day break here ?

Cafca. No.
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines,

That fret the Clouds, are meflengers of day.

Cafca. You (hall confefs, that you are both deceiv'd

:

Here, as I point my fword, the Sun arifes,

Which is a great way growing on the South,

Weighing the youthful feafon of the year.

Some two months hence, up higher toward the North
He firft prefents his fire; and the high Eaft

Stands, as the Capitol, directly here.

Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one.

Caf. And let us fwear our refolution.

Bru. " 5 No, not an oath : if that the Fate of men,

5 No, not an Oath: if that the Face of men, &c] Thecon-
fpirators propofe an oath as the fanclion of their mutual faith.

This, Brutus, very much in character, oppofes : Becaufe an oath

was the ufual cement of thofe lawlefs cabals, which have not vir-

tue enough in themfelves to keep their members together : On this

con fideration his argument againft an oath turns: And the mo-
tives he thought fufHcient to preferve faith amongft them, were
thefe: The fujferance of their fouls, i. e. their commiferation for

expiring liberty: The timers abufe, i. e. the general corruption of

manners which had reduced publick liberty to this condition ; and

which, that liberty reftored, would reform. But now, what is

The Face of men? Did he mean they had honeft looks. This was
a poor and low obfervation, unworthy Brutus, and the occafion,

and the grandeur of his fpeech : Belide?, it is foreign to the turn

and argument of his difcourfe, which is to fhew the ilrong cement
of the confederacy, from the juftice cf their caufe, not from the

natural honour of the confpirators. His argument ftands thus,

You require an oath to keep us together ; but fure the firotrg motives

that drew us into confederacy ivifl keep us confederated. Thefe
motives he enumerates ; but The Face of men not being one of

thefe motives muft needs be a corrupt reading. Shakefpear, with-

out queftion, wrote,

If that the Fate of men,

Or of mankind, which, in the ideas of a \an, w3<= involved

in thefate of their Republick. And this was the principal mo-
tive which engaged the God-like Brutus in the undertaking.

* The
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«« The fufferance of our fouls, the time's abufe,—
" If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes j

" And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed :

" So let
6 high-fighted tyranny range on,

" 'Till each man drop by lottery. But if thefe,

<c As I am lure they do, bear fire enough
" To kindle cowards, and to fteel with valour
* c The melting fpirits of women ; then, countrymen,
<c What need we any fpur, but our own caufe,

M To prick us to redrefs? what other bond,
c< Than 7 fecret Romans, that have fpoke the word,
<€ And will not palter? and what other oath,

" Than honefty to honefty engag'd,
" That this fhail be, or we will fall for it ?

<; Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous.
cc Old feeble carrions, and fuch fuffering fouls

<c That welcome wrongs : unto bad caufes, fwear

" Such creatures as men doubt ; but 8 do not ftain

" The even virtue of our enterprize,

" Nor th* infuppreflive mettle of our fpirits

;

" To
6 —— high-fighted tyranny ] The epithet alludes to a

hawk (baring on high and intent upon its prey.

7 — fecret Romans, ] Secret, for federate, ufed becaufe

fecrecy is an effential quality in confederations.

8 do not stain
The even virtue of our enterprise,

Nor ftf infupprejfive mettle of our fpirits, Sec. ] Admit-
ting that the Opinion that the caufe or aclors wanted an Oath to

hold them together, might be called afain, (which yet I think it

could not, becaufe fuch opinion does not neceffarily imply a fuf~
picion of the honefty of either ; or if it did, fuch fufpicion could

not ftain it, as an oath is no unjaft means of union ; for it is only

an unjuji means ufed for a good end, that could be faid to ftain

that end. ) However, I lay, admitting that fuch an opinion

might be called a ftain, yet here the metaphor employed will not

allow the ufe of tne term. For the expremon of infupprefivt

mettle alludes to the elaftic quality of fteel, which, being forced

beyond its tone, lofes its fpring, and thereby becomes incapable

of keeping that machine in motion which it is defigned to actuate.
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" To think, that or our caufe, or our performance,
" Did need an oath : When ev'ry drop of blood,

That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears,

Is guilty of a feveral baftardy,

If he doth break the fmalleft particle

Of any promife that hath pad from him.

Caf But what of Cicero ? mall we found him ?

I think, he will (land very ftrong with us.

Cafca. Let us not leave him out.

Cm. No, by no means.

Met. O let us have him, for his filver hairs

Will purchafe us a good opinion,

And buy men's voices to commend oar deeds:

It fhall be faid, his Judgment rul'd our hands

;

Our youths and wildnefs (hall no whit appear,

But all be buried in his gravity.

Bru. O, name him not : let us not break with him j

For he will never follow any thing,

That other men begin.

Caf. Then leave him out.

Cafca. Indeed, he is not fit.

Dec. Shall no man elfe be toueh'd, but only Cafar?

Caf Deems, well urg'd : I think, it is not meet,

Mark Antony, fo well belov'd of C*far9

Should out-live Cafar: we fhall find of him
A fhrewd contriver. And you know, his means,

If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far,

As to annoy us all 9 which to prevent,

To this idea the word e>vcn refers, figniiyinga conftant moderate,

well regulated tenour. To preferve therefore the integrity of the

metaphor, I think we mull read,—- da not strain.

i.e. beyond its natural and proper tone; the confequence of which
will be the flopping the motion of the whole machine. So that the

thought is this, The prejent temper of ourfpirits is like the virtue

of a jieelfpring which pujhesforward and prefern)es the motion of
the machine : But now, if, to theforce of this natural difpoji-

tion, you add the artificial bend ofan oath, you will overjlrnin it

and dejiroy its power.

Let
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Let Antony and Cafar fall together.

Bru. Our courfe wilJ feem too bloody, Caius Cqflius,

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs j

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards

:

For Antony is but a limb of Cafar.

Let us be facrificers, but not butchers, Caius ;

We all (land up againft the fpirit of Cafar y

And in the fpirit of man there is no blood :

O, that we then could come by Cafar's fpirit,

And not difmember Cafar f but alas

!

Cafar muft bleed for it
—" And, gentle friends,

*' Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully j

<c Let's carve him as a dim fit for the Gods,
" Not hew him as a carcafs fit for hounds.
<4 And let our hearts, as fubtle matters do,
cc Stir up their fervants to an act of rage,

" And after feem to chide them. This (hall make
Our purpofe neceflary, and not envious :

Which, fo appearing to the common eyes,

We mall be call'd Purgers, not murtherers.

And for Mark Antony, think not of him j

For he can do no more than Cafar's arm,

When Cafar
9
s head is off.

Caf. Yet I do fear him ;

For in th* ingrafted love he bears to Cafar- *

Bru. Alas, good Caffms, do not think of him

:

If he love Cafar, all that he can do
Is to himfelf, take thought, and die for Cafar:

And that were much, he mould ; for he is giv'n

To fports, to wildnefs, and much company.
Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die ;

For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter.

[ClockJlrikeSo

Bru. Peace, count the clock.

Caf. The clock hath ftricken three.

Treb. 'Tis time to part.

Caf But it is doubtful yet,
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If Cafar will come forth to day, or no :

9 For he is fuperftitious grown of late,

Quite from the main opinion he held once

Of fantafie, of dreams, and ceremonies

:

It may be, thefe apparent prodigies,

The unaccuftom'd terror of this night,

And the perfuafion of his augurers,

May hold him from the Capitol to day.

Dec. Never fear that if he be lb refolv'd,

I can o'er- 1way him ;
1 " for he loves to hear,

" That unicorns may be betray'd with trees,

" And bears with glalTes, elephants with holes,

u Lions with toils, and men with flatterers.

" But when I tell him, he hates flatterers,

" He fays he does ; being then mod flattered.

Leave me to work :

For I can give his humour the true bent

;

And I will bring him to the Capitol.

Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him.

Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoft?

Cin. Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then.

Met. Cains Ligarius doth bear Ccefar hard,

9 For he isfuperjlitious grown of late,

Quitefrom the main opinion he held once

Offantafie, of dreams, and ceremonies : ] Cafar, as

well as Cajfius, was an Epicurean. By main opinion CaJJius in-

tends a compliment to his left, and means folid, fundamental
opinion grounded in truth and nature : As by fantafie is meant
ominous forebodings ; and by ceremonies, atonements of the Gods
by means of religious rites and iacrifices. A little after, where
Calphurnia fays,

Caelar, I never food on ceremonies,

Yet now they ft ight me

:

The poet ufe; Ceremjmes in a quite different fenfe, namely, the

turning accidents to omens, a principal fuperflition of antiquity.

i for he loves to hear, 8cc. ] It was finely imagined by
the poet, to make Cafar delight in this fort of converfarion. The
Author of St. Evremond\ life tells us, that the great Prince of
Co fide took much pleafure in remarking on the foible and ridicule

of characters.

Who
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;

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey \

I wonder, none of you have thought of him.

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along to him :

He loves me well ; and I have giv'n him reafons

;

Send him but hither, and I'll faftiion him.

Caf. The morning comes upon's -

9 we'll leave you,

Brutus ;

And, friends ! difperfe your felves ; but all remember
What you have faid, and fhew your felves true Romans,

Bru, Good Gentlemen, look fre/h and merrily

Let not our looks put on our purpofes

But bear it, as our Roman actors do,

With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy

;

And fo, good morrow to you every one. [Exeunt.

Manet Brutus.

Boy ! Lucius! faft afleep ? it is no matter,

" Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of Slumber :

" Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies,

Which bufic care draws in the brains of men y

" Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found

SCENE HI.

Enter Porcia.

Por. Brutus, my lord !

Bru. Portia, what mean you ? wherefore rife you
now ?

It is not for your health, thus to commit
Your weak condition to the raw cold morning.

Por. Nor for yours neither. " You've ungently,

Brutus,
€< Stole from my bed : and, yefternight at fupper,

" You fuddenly ardfe and walk'd about,

£ Mufing and fighing, with your arms a-crofs

:

M And, when I ask'd you what the matter was,
4< You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks.

Vol. VII. D * 1
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" I urg'd you further ; then you fcratch'd your head,

" And too impatiently ftamp'd with your foot

:

" Yet I indited, yet you anfwer'd not -

9

" But with an angry wafture of your hand,
" Gave fign for me to leave you : fo I did,

" Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience,

" Which feem'd too much inkindled ; and, withal,

" Hoping it was but an effect of humour

;

6t Which fometime hath his hour with every man.

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep *,

And could it work fo much upon your lliape,

As it hath much prevail'd on your condition,

I mould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord,

Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief.

Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all.

Por. Brutus is wife, and, were he not in health,

He would embrace the means to come by it.

Bru. Why, fo I do : good Portia, go to bed*

Por. Is Brutus fick ? and is it phyficai

To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours

Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus fick?

And will he fteal out of his wholfom bed,

To dare the vile contagion of the night?

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air,

To add unto his ficknefs? no, my Brutus,

You have fome fick offence within your mind,
Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place,

I ought to know of : and, upon my knees,

I charm you, by my once-commended beauty,

By all your vows of Jove, and that great vow
Which did incorporate and make us one,

That you unfold to me, your felf, your half,

Why you are heavy : and what men to night

Have had refort to you : for here have been

Some fix or feven, who did hide their faces

Even from darknefs.

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Poreta.
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For. I mould not need, if you were gentle Brutus,

Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus,

Is it excepted, I mould know no fecrets

That appertain to you ? am I your felf,

But, as it were, in fort or limitation ?

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed,

And talk to you fonietimes? dwell I but in the fuburbs

Of your good pleafure ? if it be no more,

Porcia is Brutus' harlot, not his wife.

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife %

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops

That vifit my fad heart.

For. If this were true, then mould I know this

fecret.

J grant, I am a woman 5 but withal,

A woman that lord Brutus took to wife i

I grant, I am a woman ; but withal,
1 A woman well reputed Cato's daughter.

Think you, I am no ftronger than my fex,

Being fo father'd, and fo husbanded ?

Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe them :

I have made ftrong proof of my conftancy,

Giving my felf a voluntary wound
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience^

And not my husband's fecrets ?

Bru. O ye Gods

!

1 A woman well reputed ; Cato'j Daughter."] This felfe point-

ing mould be corre&ed thus,

A woman well reputed Cato'j daughter,

i. e. worthy of my birth, and the relation I bear to Cato. This
indeed was a good reafon why Ihe mould be intrufted with the

fecret. But the falfe pointing, which gives a fenfe only implying
that (he was a woman of a good character, and that (he was Cato*$

daughter, gives no good reafon : For fhe might be Cato's daugh-
ter, and yet not inherit his firmnefs ; and Ihe might be a woman
well reputed, and yet not the beft at a fecret. Buc if me was well
reputed Cato'j daughter, that is, worthy of her birth, fhe could
neither want her father's love to her country, nor his refolution to

engage in its deliverance.

D 2 Render
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Render me worthy of this noble wife. \_Knock.

Hark, hark, one knocks: Porcia, go in a while \

And, by and by, thy bofom fhail partake

The fecrets of my heart.

Ail my engagements I will conftrue to thee,

All the charactery of my fad brows.

Leave me with hafte. [Eodt Pore:

Enter Lucius and Ligarius.

Lucius, who's there that knocks ?

Lit: Here is a fick man, that won' j rpe:<k ~. .:: you.

Bru. CatMS Ligarius, that Mttdhu ipakc oJ

Boy, Itand aiide. Caius Ligarius! how ?

Cai. Vouchfafe s;cod morrow from a feeble tongue.

Briu O, what a time have you chole out, brave

Caius,

To wear a kerchief? 'would, you were not fick !

Co.:. I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand

Any exploit worthy the name of honour.

Bru. Such an exploit have i in hand, Uganusj
Had you an healthful ear to hear of it.

Cat. By all the Gods the Romans bow before,

I here diicard my ficknef*. Soul of Rome I

Brave lbn, deriv'd from honourable loins !

The.:, like an Exorcift, haft conjur'd up

My mer:i;ud -r:r:t. Now bid me run,

And I will ftrive with things impoiiiblcj

Yra, g-t the better of them. What's to do ?

Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men
whole.

Cai. But are not fome whole, that we muft make fick ?

Bru. Thaw we muft alio. What it is, my Caius,

I (ball unfold to thee, as we are going,

To whom it muft be done.

Cm. Set on your foot,

And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you,

To do I know not what : but it furHceth,
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That Brutus leads me on.

Bru. Follow mc then. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Changes to Csefar'j Palace.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Csefar.

£<5£VTOR heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace

XN to night;

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her fleep cry'd out,

" Help, ho! they murder Gefar." Who's within?

Enter a Servant.

Ser. My lord ?

C<ef. Go bid the priefts do prefent facrifice,

And bring me their opinions of fuccefs.

Ser. I will, my lord, [Exit,

Enter Calphurnia.

Cal. What mean you, Ca/ar ? think you to walk

forth ?

You (hall not ftir out of your houfe to day.

Gef. Cafar (hall forth the things, that threatned me,

Ne'er lookt but on my back: when they fhall fee

The face of Cxfar, they are vanilhed.

Cal. Gejar, I never flood on ceremonies,

Yet now they fright me : there is one within,

(Befides the things that we have heard and feen)

Recounts mod horrid fights feen by the Watch.
A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets,

And Graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead?
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds,

In ranks and fquadrons and right form of war,
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol

:

The noife of battle hurtled in the air ;

Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan;

D 3 And
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And Ghofts did fhriek, and fqueal about the flreets.

O C<efar ! thefe things are beyond all ufe,

And I do fear them.

Caf. What can be avoided,

Whofe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ?

Yet Ccefar mail go forth : for thefe predictions

Are to the world in general, as to C<zfar.

Col. When Beggars die, there are no comets feen ;

The heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the death of Princes.

C<ef. " Cowards die many times before their deaths,
< { The valiant never tafte of death but once :

tc Of all the wonders that I yet have heard,
cc Itfeems to me mod ftrange, that men mould fear:

M Seeing that death, a necefTary end,
c£ Will come, when it will come.

Enter a Servant.

What fay the Augurs ?

Scr. They would not have you to ftir forth to day.

Plucking the entrails of an Offering forth,

They could not find a heart within the beaft.

[Exk Servant,

Caf. The Gods do this in fhame of cowardife :

Cafar fhouid be a beaft without a heart,

]f he mould flay at home to day for fear.

No. Q&far fhajj not-, Danger knows full well,

That Cafar is more dangerous than he.

Wc (a) were two lions litter'd in one day,

And I the eider and more terrible

And Ccefar mail go forth,

Cal Alas, my lord,

Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence

:

Do not go forth to day j call it my fear,

That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own.

We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate-houfe,

[ » Were, Mr. Theobald.— Vulg. heare. ]
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And he will fay, you are not well to day :

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this.

Caf. Mark Antony (hall fay, I am not well

;

And, for thy humour, I will ftay at home.

SCENE V.

Enter Decius.

Here's Decius Brutus, he mail tell them To.

Dec. Cafar, all hail ! good morrow, worthy Qefar \

1 come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe.

Caf. And you are come in very happy time,

To bear my Greeting to the Senators,

And tell them that I will not come to day :

Cannot, is falfe ; and that I dare not, falfer ;

I will not come to day j tell them fo, Decius.

Cal. Say, he is fick.

Caf Shall Cafar fend a lye ?

Have I in conqueft ftretcht mine arm fo far,

To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth ?

Decius, go tell them, Cafar will not come.

Dec. Moft mighty Cafar, let me know fome caufe,

Left I be laugh'd at, when I tell them fo.

Caf The caufe is in my will, I will not come j

That is enough to fatisfie the Senate.

But for your private fatisfaction,

Becaufe I love you, I will let you know.
Galpburnia here, my wife, ftays me at home

:

She dreamt laft night, fhe favv my Statue,

Which, like a fountain, with a hundred fpouts,

Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans
Came fmiling, and did bathe their hands in it.

Thefe fhe applies for warnings and portents

(a) Of evils imminent and on her knee

Hath begg'd, that I will ftay at home to day.

[ [a) Of evils. Oxford Editor. Vulg. And evils. ]

D 4 Dec,
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Dec. This Dream is all amifs interpreted ;

It was a Virion fair and fortunate :

Your Statue, fpouting blood in many pipes,

In which fo many fmiling Romans bath'd,

Signifies, that from You great Rome mall fuck

Reviving blood :
1 and that Great Men fhall prefs

*****************
For tin&ures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance.

This by Calpburma's Dream is fignify'd.

Ccef, And this way have you well expounded it.

Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay \

And know it now, the Senate have concluded

To give this day a Crown to mighty Qefar.

If you mall fend them word you will not come,

Their minds may change. Befides, it were a mock

2 ——and that great men fhall frefs
For tinctures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance.'] That this

dream of the ftatue's fpouting blood mould fignify, the increafeof

power and empire to Rome from the influence of Ctefar's arts and

arms, and wealth and honour to the noble Romans through his

beneficence, expreffed by the words, Front you, great Rome fiall

fuck reviving blood, is intelligible enough. But how thefe great

men mould literally prefs for tin&ures, fains, relicks', and cog-

nifance, when the fpouting blood was only a fymbolical vifion,

I am at a lofs to apprehend. Here the circumftances of the dream,

and the interpretation of it, are confounded with one another.

This line therefore,

For tinjures, fains, relicks, and cognifance

mud needs be in way of fimilitude only ; and if fo, it appears that

fome lines arc wanting between this and the preceding ; which
want Ihould, for the future, be marked with alterisks. The fenfe

of them is not difficult to recover, and, with it, thepropriety of the

line in queflicn. The fpeaker had faid, the Statue fignified, that by
C<efar\ influence Rome mould flourifh and increafe in empire, and

that great men mould prefs to him to partake of his good fortune,
juftas men run with handkerchiefs, tsfc. to dip them in the blood of

martyrs, that they may partake of their merit. It is true, the

thought is from the Chriftian Hiflcry ; but fo fmall an anachro-

nifm is nothing with our poet. Befides, it is not my interpretation

which introduces it, it was there before : For the line in queftion

can bear no other fenfe than as an allufion to the blood of the Mar-
tyrs, and the fuperltition of fome Churches with regard to it.

Apt
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Apt to be render'd, for fome one to fay,

Break up the Senate 'till another time,

When Csfar's wife (hall meet with better Dreams:
If Cafar hide himfelf, ihall they not whifper,

Lo, Cajar is afraid !

Pardon me, Cafar ; for my dear, dear, love
3 To your proceeding bids me tell you this

:

And reafon to my love is liable.

C<ef. How foolifti do your Fears feem now, Cal-

phurnia ?

I am afham'd, I did yield to them.

Give me my Robe, for I will go

:

SCENE VI.

Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonius,

Cinna and Publius.

And, look, where Publius is come to fetch me.

Pub. Good morrow, C<efar.

Caf. Welcome, Publius.

What, Brutus* are you ftirr'd fo early too?

Good morrow, Cafca: Catus Ligarius,
Crffar was ne'er lb much your enemy,

As that fame Ague which hath made you lean.

What is't o' clock?

Bru. €*efar9 'tis ftrucken eight.

Caf. I thank you for your pains and courtefie.

Enter Antony.

See ! Antony* that revels long o' nights,

Is notwithstanding up. Good morrow, Antony.

Ant. So to moft noble Cafar.

Caf Bid them prepare within :

I am to blame to be thus waited for.

Now, Cinna * now, Metellus \ what, Trebonius!

3 To your proceeding ] Proceeding for advancement,
eft^lilhment.
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I have an hour's talk in (lore for you,

Remember, that you call on me to day ;

Be near me, that I may remember you.

Treb. Cafar, I will j and lb near will 1 be,

[Afide.

That your bed Friends fhall wifh I had been further.

Caf. Good Friends, go in, and tafte fome wine

with me.

And we, like Friends, will ftraightway go together.

Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Cafar,

[Afuie.

The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon ? [Exeunt*

SCENE VII.

Changes to a Street ?iear the Capitol.

Enter Artemidorus, reading a Paper.

C/ESA7?, beware of Brutus ; take heed of Cafllus

;

come not near Cafca ; have an eye to Cinna ; truft

not Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber ; Decius

Brutus loves thee not; thou haft wrong 9d Caius Ligarius.

There is but one mind in all thefe men, and it is bent

againfl Caefar. If thou beeft not immortal, look about thee :

fecurity gives way to conspiracy, The mighty Gods de-

fend thee I

Thy Lover, Artemidorus.

Here will I (land, 'till Cafar pafs along,

And as a fuitor will I give him this

:

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live

Out of the teeth of emulation.

If thou read this, O Cccfar, thou may 'ft lives

If not, the fates with Traitors do contrive. [Exit.

Enter Porcia and Lucius.

Per. I pr'ythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe 5

Stay not to anfwer me, but get thee gone :

Why



Julius C^sar.
Why doft thou flay ?

Luc. To know my errand, Madam.
Por. I would have had thee there, and here again,

Ere I can tell thee what thou Ihould'ft do there—

—

0 Conftancy, be ftrong upon my fide,

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ;

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might

:

How hard it is for women to keep counfel

!

Art thou here yet ?

Luc. Madam, what fhould I do ?

Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe ?

And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ?

Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy Lord look

well,

For he went fickly forth : and take good note,

What Cafar doth, what fuitors prefs to him.

Hark, boy ! what noife is that ?

Luc. I hear none, Madam.
Por. Pr'ythee, Men well

:

I heard a buftling rumour like a fray,

And the wind brings it from the Capitol.

Luc, Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing.

Enter Artemidorus.

Por. Come hither, fellow, which way haft thou

been ?

Art. At mine own houfe, good lady.

Por. What is't o' clock ?

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady.
Por. Is Qefar yet gone to the Capitol ?

Art. Madam, not yet I go to take my (land,

To fee him pafs on to the Capitol.

Por. Thou haft fome fuit to C<efar^ haft thou not ?

Art. That I have, Lady, if it will pleafe Cafar
To be fo good to Cafar, as to hear me

:

I fhall befeech him to befriend himfelf.

Per. Why,know'ft thou any harm intended tow'rds

him i

'

Art.
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Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear;

Good morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow :

The throng, that follows Cafar at the heels,

Of Senators, of Praetors, common Suitors,

Will crowd a feeble Man almoft to death

:

I'll get me to a place more void, and there

Speak to great C<efar as he comes along. [Exit,

Por. I muft go in -aye me ! how weak a thing

The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! Brutus !

The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize!

Sure, the Boy heard me: Brutus hath a Suit,

That Czfar will not grant.—O, I grow faint:

Run, Lucius, and commend me to my Lord j

Say, I am merry come to me again,

And bring me word what he doth fay to thee.

[Exeunt feverally.

ACT III. SCENE I.

The Street before the Capitol ; and the Capitol open.

Flouri/h. Enter Csefar, Brutus, Cafiius, Cafca, De-
cius, Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepi-

dus, Artemidorus, Popilius, Publius, and the

Scoth-fayer.

Cms a r.

TH E Ides of March are come.

Sooth. Ay, C<ejar, but not gone.

sfrt. Hail, Ctefar: read this ichedule.

Dec. Trebonius doth defire you to o'er-read,

At your beft leifure, this his humble fuit.

Art. O Cafarn read mine firft ; for mine's a fuit,

That touches Cafar nearer. Read it, great Qefar.

Caf. What touches us our felf, /hall belaft ferv'd,

Art. Delay not, Cefar, read it inftantly.

C*f. What, is the fellow mad?
Pub.
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Pub. Sirrah, give place.

Caf. Whar, urge you your petitions in the ftreet?

Come to the CapitoJ.

Pop. I wifh, your enterprize to day may thrive.

Caf What enterprize, Popilius ?

Pop. Fare you well.

Bru. What faid Popilius Lena ?

Caf. He wiuVd, to day our enterprize might thrive:

I fear, our purpofe is discovered.

Bru. Look, how he makes to C*far\ mark him.

Caf Cafca^ be fudden, for we fear prevention.

Brutus^ what mail be done, if this be known?
Cajfius, or Ctzfar, never mail turn back j

For I will flay myfelf.

Bru. Caffiujy beconftant:

Popilius Lena fpeaks not of our purpofe;

For, look, he fmiles, and Qefar doth not change.

Caf. Trebonius knows his time -

9 for look you, Brutus,

He draws Mark Antony out of the way.

Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go,

And prefently prefer his fuit to Ca?far.

Bru. He is addreft ; prefs near, and fecond him.

Cin. Cafca, you are the firft that rears your hand.

&ef. Are we all ready ? what is now amifs,

That Qefar and his Senate muft redrefs?

Met. Moft high, moft: mighty, and moft puiflant

Qefar,

Metelks Cimber throws before thy feat [Kneeling;

An humble heart.

Caf. I muft prevent thee, Cimber ;

Thefe couchings and thefe lowly curtefies
1 Might ftir the blood of ordinary men,

i Might fire the blood of ordinary men,] It is plain we mould
read,

Stir the blood

SubmifTion does not pre the blood, but melt it to compaffion; or,

as he fays juft after, tba<w it. So afterwards in this piay he fays.

The fvwer ef fpeech to stir ww; bloods.

And
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* And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree

Into the lane of children. Be not fond,

To think that Cafar bears fuch rebel blood,

That will be thaw'd from the true quality

With That which melteth fools ; I mean, fweet words*
Low-crooked curtfies, and bafe fpaniel fawning.

Thy brother by decree is banifhed ;

If thou doftbend, and pray, and fawn for him,

I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way.

Know, Cafar doth not wrong; nor without caufe

Will he be fatisfied.

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own,
To found more fweetly in great Cafar's ear,

For the repealing of my banifh'd brother ?

Bru. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cafar %

Defiring thee, that Publius Cimber may
Have an immediate freedom of repeal.

Cef, What, Brutus!

Caf. Pardon, Cafar\ Cafar, pardon;
As low as to thy foot doth Cqffius fall,

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber.

Caf. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you ;

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me:
But I am conftant as the northern ftar,

Of whofe true, fixt, and refting quality.

There is no fellow in the firmament

;

The skies are painted with unnumbered iparks,

They are all fire, and every one doth Ihine %

But there's but one in all doth hold his place.

So, in the world, 'tis furnifh'd well with men,
And men are flefii and blood, and apprehenfive 5

Yet, in the number, I do know but one
That unavailable holds on his rank,

Unfhak'd of motion ; and that I am he5
Let me a little fhew it, even in this -

9

2 And turn pre ordinance*— ] Pre ordinance, for ordinance
already eltabliflied.

That
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That I was conftant, Cimber fliould be baniuVd

;

And conftant do remain to keep him fo.

Cim. O Cafar*

C<ef Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus?

Bee. Great Cafar •

C*f. Doth not Brutus bootlefs kneel ?

Cafe. Speak hands for me. [They Jlab Caefar.

Gef. Et tu, Brute?—then fall Ceefar! [Dies.

Cin. Liberty ! freedom ! Tyranny is dead

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets—

—

Caf Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out,

Liberty, freedom, and enfranchifement,

Bru. People, and Senators! be not affrighted;

Fly not, ftand (till. Ambition's debt is paid.

Caf Go to the Pulpit, Brutus.

Dec. And Caffius too.

Bru. Where's PuMius ?

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny.

Met. Stand fall together, left fome friends of Gefar's

Should chance^

Bru. Talk not of ftanding. PuMius good cheer j

There is no harm intended to your perfon,

Nor to no Roman elfe ; fo tell them, PuMius.

Caf. And leave us, PuMius, left that the people,

Ruftiing on us, mould do your age fome mifchief.

Bru. Do fo ; and let no man abide this deed,

But we the Doers.

Caf. Where is Antony?

Tre. Fled to his Houfe amaz'd.

Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run*

As it were Dooms-day.
Bru. Fates! we will know your pleafures

;

That we mall die, we know 5 'tis but the time,

SCENE II,

Enter Trebonius.

And
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And drawing days out, that men (land upon.

Caf Why, he that cuts off" twenty years of life,

Cuts off fo many years of fearing death.

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit

:

So are we C<efar*s friends, that have abridg'd

His time of fearing death.

Cafe,
1 Stoop, Romans, (loop ;

And let us bathe our hands in Cafar*% blood

Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords

;

Then walk we forth even to the Market-place,

And waving our red weapons o'er our heads,

Let's all cry, " peace! freedom! and liberty!

Caf. Stoop then, and warn—how many ages hence

\JDipping theirfwords in CaefarV blood.

Shall this our lofty Scene be adted o'er,

In States unborn, and accents yet unknown ?

Bru. How many times mall Cafar bleed in fport,

That now on Pompefs Bafis lies along,

No worthier than the dull ?

Caf So oft as that mail be,

So often (hall the knot of us be call'd

The men that gave their countrv liberty.

Bee. What, (hall we forth ?

Caf Ay, every man away.

Brutus mall lead, and we will grace his heels

With the moil: boldeft, and belt hearts of Rome.

Enter a Servant.

Bru. Sofc, who comes here ? A friend of Antony's.

Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my matter bid me kneel ;

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; [kneeling.

And, being proftrate, thus he bad me fay.

Brutus is noble, wife, valiant and honed j

3 In all the editions this fpeech is afcribed to Brutus, than

which nothing is more incontinent with his mild and philofohi-

cal character. But (as I often find fpeech.es in the later editions

put into wrong mouths, different from the firft publilhed by the

author) I think this liberty not unreafonable. Mr. Pope.

Ccefar
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C*far was mighty, royal, bold and loving

;

Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him ;

Say, I fear'd C<efar, honour'd him, and lov'd him.

If Brutus will vouchfafe that Antony

May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd

How Cafar hath deferv'd to lie in death :

Mark Antony mall not love Cafar dead,

So well as Brutus living ; but will follow

The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus,

Thorough the hazards of this untrod State,

With all true faith. So fays my mailer Antony.

Bru. Thy mailer is a wife and valiant Romany
I never thought him worfe.

Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place,

He fhall befatisfied; and, by my honour,

Depart untouch'd.

Ser. I'll fetch him prefently. [Exit Servant.

Bru. I know, that we fhall have him well to friend.

Caf. I with, we may : but yet have I a mind,

That fears him much; and my mifgiving ftill

Falls fhrewdly to the purpofe.

SCENE III.

Enter Antony.

Bru. But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark
Antony.

Ant. O mighty Cafar! doft thou lye fo low ?

" Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils,

" Shrunk to this little meafure ?—fare thee well.

I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend,

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank ;

If I myfelf, there is no hour fo fit

As Cafar's death's hour; nor no inftrument

Of half that worth as thofe your fwords, made rich

With the mod noble blood of all this world.

I do befeech ye, if ye bear me hard,

Vol VII. E Now,
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Now, whilft your purpled hands do reek and fmoak,

Fulfil your pleafure. Live a thoufand years,

I fhall not find myfelf fo apt to die:

" No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death,

" As here by Ctffar, and by you cut off,

" The choice and matter fpirits of this age.

Bru. O Antony f beg not your death of us

:

Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel,

As, by our hands, and this our prefent act,

You fee, we do yet fee you but our hands,

And this the bleeding bufinefs they have done :

Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful

;

And pity to the general wrong of Rome
(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity ;)

Hath done this deed on CJ/ar : For your part,

To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony ;

Our arms exempt from malice ; " and our hearts,

" Of brothers' temper, do receive you in

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence.

Caf. Ycur voice fhall be as ftrong as any man's

In the difpofmg of new dignities.

Bru. Only be patient, 'till we have appeas'd

The multitude, befide themfelves with fear;

And then we will deliver you the caufe,

Why I, that did love Cafar when I ftrook him,

Proceeded thus.

Ant. I doubt not of your wifdom.

Let each man render me his bloody hand

;

Firft, Marcus Brutus, will I fhake with you ;

Next, Cams Caffius,- do I take your hand

;

Now, Deems Brutus, yours ; now yours, Mctellus ;

Yours, Cinna \ and, my valiant Cafca, yours;

Tho' laft, not lead in love, yours, good Trebonius.

Gentlemen all-—alas, what (hall I (ay p

My credit now ftands on fuch llippery ground,

That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,

Either a coward or a flatterer.
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That I did love thee, Cafar, oh, 'tis true*,

If then thy fpirit look upon us now,
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,

To fee thy Antony making his peace,

Shaking the bloody ringers of thy foes,

Moft Noble! in the prefence of thy corfe?

Had I as many eyes, as thou haft wounds,

Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood,

It would become me better, than to clofe

In terms of friendfhip with thine enemies.

Pardon me, Julius— here waft thou bay'd, brave hart

5

Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters ftand

Sign'd in thy fpoil, and 4 crimfon'd in thy lethe.

O world ! thou waft the foreft to this hart,

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee.

How like a deer, ftricken by many Princes,

Doft thou here lye?

Caf. Mark Antony

Ant. Pardon me, Cains Caffius:

The enemies of Cccfar fhall fay this

:

Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty.

Caf I blame you not for praifing Cdfdr fo,

But what compact mean you to have with us ?

Will you be prick'd in number of our friends,

Or fhall we on, and not depend on you ?

Ant, Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed,

Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Ccefar.

Friends am I with you all, and love you all

;

Upon this hope, that you lhall give me reafons,

Why, and wherein Gefar was dangerous.

4 crimfiffd in thy Le:he] Mr. Theobald fay?, The diJrio-

narics acknowledge no fuch word as Lethe; yet he is not without
fuppofition y that Shakelpear coi'nd the word ; andyet for all that,

the L. might he a D. imperfefilj wrote, therefore he will have
death infead of it. After -all this pcther, Lethe was a common
French word, iignifying death or definition, from the latin le~

thum. So in Anthony and Cleopatra he fays,

£V« to a lethi'd dulnefs.

i. e. deadly.

E 2 Brut
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Bru. Or elfe this were a favage fpeclacle.

Our reafons are fo full of good regard,

That were you, Antony, the Son of C<efar%

You fhould be fatisfied.

Ant. That's all I feek ;

And am moreover fuitor, that I may
Produce his body to the market-place,

And in the Pulpit, as becomes a friend,

Speak in the order of his funeral.

Bru. You fhall, Mark Antony.

Caf. Brutus, a word with you.

You know not what you do; do not confent, [Afide.

That Antony fpeak in his funeral

:

Know you, how much the People may be mov'd
By That which he will utter ?

Bru. By your pardon,

I will myfelf into the Pulpit firft,

And mew the reafon of our C(?far\ death.

What Antony fhall fpeak, I will proteft

He fpeaks by leave, and by permiffion :

And that we are contented, Czfar fhall

Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies:

It fhall advantage more, than do us wrong.

Caf. I know not what may fall, I like it not.

Bru. Mark Antony, here, take you Ccefar
y

% body :

You lhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us,

But fpeak all good you can devife of Ctefar ;

And fay, you do'f by our permiflion :

Elfe lhall you not have any hand at all

About his funeral. And you (hall fpeak

In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going,

After my fpeech is ended.

Ant. Be it fo

I do defire no more.

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us.

[Exeunt Conjpirators.

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Manet Antony.

Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth*

That I am meek and gentle with thcfe butchers.

Thou art the ruins of the nobleft man,

That ever lived in the tide of times.

Woe to the hand, that fried this coftly blood !

Over thy wounds now do I prophefie,

(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lip?,

To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue)

A curfe mall light 5 upon the line of men-,

Domeftick fury, and fierce civil ftrife,

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy;

Blood and deftrudlion fhall be fo in ufe,

And dreadful objecls lb familiar,

That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold

Their infants quartered by the hands of war:

All pity choak'd with cuflom of fell deeds;
44 And C^efar's fpirit, ranging for revenge,
46 With Ate by his fide come hot from hell,

4< Shall in thefe confines, with a Monarch's voice,
u Cry Havock, and let flip the Dogs of war;

That this foul deed fhall fmell above the earth

With carrion men, groaning for burial.

Enter O&avius'j Servant.

You ferve Ottavius Cafar, do you not ?

Ser. I do, Mark Antony.

Ant. Ctejar did write for him to come to Rome.

Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming;
And bid me fay to you by word of mouth-

O Cafar! [Seeing the Body*

5 upon the limbs of men\] We ftiould read,
' line of mtn\

s. e. human race,

E 3 Ant.
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Ant. Tny heart is big, get thee apart and weep \

PafTion I fee is catching; for mine eyes,

Seeing thofe Beads of ibrrow Hand in thine,

Began to water. Is thy matter coming ?

Ser. He iyes to mght within feven leagues of Rome.

Ant. Pod back with fpeed, and tell him what hath

chane'd.

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome,

No Rome of fafety for Qftavius yet

;

Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet flay a while ;

Thou malt not back, 'till I have borne this corfe

Into the market-place: there mall I try

In my Oration, how the people take

The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men

;

According to the which, thou lhalt.difcourfe

To young Ofiavius of the ftate of things.

Lend me your hand. [Exeunt with CsefarV body.

S C E N E V.

Changes to the Forum.

Enter Brutus, and mounts the Roflra ; Cafiius, with

the Plebeians.

Pleb. TK7 E will be'fatisfied \ let us be fatisfied.

VV Bru. Then follow me, and give me
audience, friends.

Caffius, go you into the other ftreet,

And part the numbers:

Thofe, that will hear me fpeak, let 'em flay here j

Thofe, that will follow Coffins, go with him ;

And publick reafons lhall be rendered

Of Ccrfafs death.

i Plcb. I will hear Brutus fpeak,

z Pleb. I will hear Coffins, and compare their

reafons,

When
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When fev'rally we' hear them rendered.

[Exit CafTius, with fome of the Plebeians.

Pleb. 3 The noble Brutus is afcended : filence !

Bru. Be patient 'till the laft.

Romans >
6 Countrymen, and Lovers ! hear me for

my caufe ; and be Citent, that you may hear. Believe

me for mine honour, and have refpecl to mine honour,

that you may believe. Cenfure me in your wifdom,

and awake your fenfes, that you may the better judge.
* If there be any in this affembly, any dear friend of
* Gefar'Sj to him I fay, that Brutus's love to C^far
4 was no lefs than his. If then that friend demand,
* why Brutus rofe againft Cafar^ this is my Anfwer:
4 Not that I lov'd Ccefar lefs, but that I lov'd Rome
* more. Had you rather Ctefar were living, and dye
4

all flaves ; than that Cafar were dead, to live all

* free-men? As Gtefr lov'd me, I weep for him; as

' he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was valiant,
c

I honour him ; but as he was ambitious, I flew him.
c There are tears for his love, joy for his fortune,

* honour for his valour, and death for his ambition.
4 Who's here fo bafe, that would be a bond-man ? If

i any, fpeak ; for him have I offended. Who's here
c fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? if any, fpeak ;

4 for him have I offended. Who is here fo vile, that

* will not love his Country ? if any, fpeak; for him
4 have I offended' 1 paufe for a Reply-

6 Countrymen and Lovers ! &c] There is no where, in

all Shake/pear 's works, a ilronger proof of his not being what we
call a fcnolar, than this j or of his not knowing any thing of the

genius of learned antiquity. This fpeech of Brutus is wrote in imi-

tation of his famed laconic brevity, and is very fine in its kind. But
no more like that brevity, than his times were like Brutus's. The
ancient laconic brevity was fimple, natural and eafy : this is

quaint, artificial, gingling, and abounding with forced antithefis's.

In a word a brevity, that for its falfe eloquence would have fuited

any character, and for its good fenle wouid have become the

greateft of our author's time ; but yet, in a iHle of declaiming,

that fits as ill upon Brutus as our author's trowfers or collar- band
would have done.

E 4 All,
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AIL None, Brutus , none.

Bru. Then none have I offended—I have done no

more to C<efar, than you [fhall do to Brutus. The
queftion of his death is inroll'd in the Capitol > his

glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor

his offences enforc'd, for which he fufTered death.

Enter Mark Antony with Caefar's body.

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony \ who,

though he had no hand in his death, fhall receive the

benefit of his dying, a place in the Commonwealth

;

as which of you fhall not ? With this I depart, that

as I flew my befc lover for the good of Rome •, I have

the fame dagger for myfelf, when it fhall pieafc my
Country to need my death.

All. Live, Brutus^ live! live!

1 Pleb. Bring him with triumph home unto his houfe.

2 Pleb. Give him a flatue with his Anceftors*

3 Pleb. Let him be Cefar.

4 Pleb. Ctefarh better Parts

Shall be crown'd in Brutus.

i Pleb. We'll bring him to his houfe with fhouts

and clamours.

Bru. My Countrymen —
l Pleb. Peace! filence! Brutus fpeaks.

1 Pleb. Peace, ho!

Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone,

And, for my fake, flay here with Antony ;

Do grace to Gefar's corps, and grace his fpeech

Tending to Gefar's glories ; which Mark Antony

By our permiffion is allow'd to make.
I do intreat you, not a man depart,

Save I alone, till Antony have fpoke. [Exit.

S C E N E VI.

? Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony.

2 Pleb. Let him go up into die publick Chair,

We'll
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We'll hear him : noble Antony, go up.

Ant. For Brutus* fake, I am beholden to you.

4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus ?

3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus* fake

He finds himfelf beholden to us all.

4 Pleb. 'Twere beft he fpeak no harm of Brutus

here.

1 Pleb. This Cafar was a Tyrant.

3 P/^. Nay, that's certain ;

We are bleft, that Rome is rid of him.

2 Pleb. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can fay.

Ant. You gentle Romans *

All. Peace, ho, let us hear him.

Ant. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your

ears

;

4
I eome to bury Cafar^ not to praife him.

4 The Evil, that men do, lives after them ;

c The Good is oft interred with their bones ;

* So let it be with Cafar ! noble Brutus
4 Hath told you, Cafar was ambitious ;

4 If it were lb, it was a grievous fault

;

c And grievoufly hath Cafar anfwer'd it.

4 Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft,

* (For Brutus is an honourable man,
4 So are they all, ,all honourable men)
4 Come I to fpeak in Cafar* % funeral.
4 He was my friend, faithful andjuft to me^
* But Brutus fays, he was ambitious

;

4 And Brutus is an honourable man.
* He hath brought many captives home to Rome,
4 Whofe ranfoms did the general coffers fill

;

4 Did this in Cafar feem ambitious ?

4 When that the poor have cry'd, Cafar hath wept;
4 Ambition fhould be made of fterner ftuff.

4 Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious

;

4 And Brutus is an honourable man,
c You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal,

'I
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c

I thrice preferred him a kingly crown

;

4 Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambition ?

c Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious

;

* And, fure, he is an honourable man.
4

I fpcak not, to difprove what Brutus fpoke,
1 Bjc here I am to fpeak what I do know.
* You all did love him once, not without caufe:

* What caufe withholds you then to mourn for him?
* O judgment ! thou art fled to brutifh beafts,

4 And men have loft their reafon—bear with me,
* My heart is in the coffin there with C<efar^

* And I muft paufe 'till it come back to me.
|

i Pleb. Methinks, there is much reafon in his

fayings.

If thou confider rightly of the matter,
7 Cajar has had great wrong.

3 Pleb. Has he, Mafters ? I fear there will a worfe

come in his place.

4 Pleb. Mark'd ye his words ? he would not take

the crown ;

Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious.

1 Pleb. If it be found fb, fome will dear abide jt.

2 Pleb. Poor foul! his eyes are red as fire with

weeping,

3 Pleb. There's not a nobler man in Rome than

Antony.

7 Caefcr has hadgreat wrong.] 3 Pleb. Caefar had never
wrong but with jufi caufe. If ever there was fuch a line written

by Shakefpear, 1 mould fancy it might have its place here, and
very humouroufly in the character of a Plebeian. One might be-

lieve Ben Jobnfon's remark was made upon no better credit than

fome blunder of an actor in fpeaking that verfe near the beginning

of the third act,

Know, C as far doth not wrong j nor without caufe

Will he be fatisfed.

But the verfe, as cited by Ben Jobnfon, does not conned! with

Will he be fatisfied. Perhaps this play was never printed in

Ben Jobnfon's time, and fo he iud nothing to judge by but as the

ador pleafed to fpeak it. Mr. Pope.

^Pleb.
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4 Pleb. Now, mark him, he begins to fpeak.

Ant. 4 But yefterday the word of Cctfar might
* Have flood againft the world ; now lies he there,
4 And none fo poor to do him reverence.
4 O matters! if I were difpos'd to ftir

1 Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage,
4 1 fhould do Brutus wrong, and Caffius wrong;
* Who, you all know, are honourable men.
« I will not do them wrong : I rather chufe
4 To wrong the dead, to wrong myfelf and you;
* Than I will wrong fuch honourable men.
* But here's a parchment, with the feal of Cafar,
4

I found it in his clofet, 'tis his Will

;

4 Let but the Commons hear this Teftament,
4

(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read)
4 And they would go and kifs dead C<sfar'$ wounds,
* And dip their napkins in his facred blood ;

6 Yea, beg a hair of him for memory,
4 And dying, mention it within their Wills,
4 Bequeathing it as a rich legacy
4 Unto their iffue.

4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony.

AIL The Will, the Will; we will hear Cxfafs
Will.

Ant. 4 Have patience, gentle friends, I muft not

read it

;

4 It is not meet you know how Cafar lov'd you.
4 You are not wood, you are not [tones, but men:
4 And, being men, hearing the Will of C*efary

4 It .will inflame you, it will make you mad.
4 *Tis good you know not, that you are his heirs ;

4 For if you fhould—O what would come of it ?

4 Pleb. Read the Will, we will hear it, Antony,

You (hall read us the Will, Cafar*s Will.

Ant. 4 Will you be patient? will you ftay a while ?

4
( I have o'er- (hot myfelf, to tell you of it.

)

4
I fear, I wrong the honourable men,

1 Whofe
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1 Whofe daggers have ftabb'd Cafar—l do fear it.

4 Pleb. They were traitors honourable men!
AIL The Will ! the Teftamcnt

!

2 Pleh, They were villains, murtherers •, the Will

!

read the Will.

Ant. 6 You will compel me then to read theWill?
c Then make a ring abuut the corps of Qefar^
* And let me fhew you him, that made the Will.
4 Shall I defcend? and will you give me leave ?

All. Come down.

2 Pieb. Defcend. [He comes down from the pulpit.

3 Pleb. You mail have leave.

4 Pleb. A ring ; ftand round.

1 Pleb. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the

body.

2 Pleb. Room for Antony—moft noble Antony.

Ant. Nay, pre Is not fo upon me, ftand far off.

AIL Stand back room—bear back

Ant. 4 If you have tears, prepare to fried them now,
* You all do know this mantle ; I remember,
* The nrft time ever C<efar put it on,

* 'Twas on a fummer's evening in his tent,

* 8 That day he overcame the Nervii
c Look ! in this place, ran Cajfius

9 dagger through ;

—

' See, what a rent the envious Cafca made.
* Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ftabb'd

;

* And as he pluck'd his curfed fteel away,
c Mark, how the blood of Cafar follow'd it!

As rufhing out of doors, to be refolv'd,

If Brutus fo unkindly knock'd, or no ?

* For Brutus , as you know, was Cafar
1

s angel.

8 That day he overcame the Nervii— ] Here Shake/pear, de-

scribing a great General, makes him put on his new habit, or

robes of triumph, after his victory. Ho?ncr defcribing a 'vain-

glorious one, makes him put them on before the fight, and while

he only expected to overcome.

' Judge,
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Judge, oh you Gods ! how dearly Cafar lov'd him

;

This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all

;

For when the noble Cafar faw him itab,

Ingratitude, more ftrong than traitors* arms,

Quite vanquifh'd him ; then burft his mighty heart :

And, in his mantle muffling up his face,

Which all the while ran blood, great Cafar fell,

9 Even at the Bafe of Pompefs Statue.

O what a fall was there, my countrymen

!

Then I, and you, and all of us fell down :

Whilft bloody treafon flouriftYd over us.

O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel

The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops.

Kind fouls! what, weep you when you but behold

Our Ccsfar's vefture wounded ? look you here!

* Here is himfelf, marr'd, as you fee, by traitors.

1 Pleb. O piteous fpcctacle

!

2 Pleb. O noble Cafar!

3 Pleb. O woful day!

4 Pleb. O traitors, villains!

i Pleb. O moft bloody fight

!

2. Pleb. We will be reveng'd : revenge : about

feek—burn—fire -kill— flay ! let not a traitor live.

Ant. Stay, Countrymen—
i Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony.

z Pleb. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die

with him.-—7—
Ant. 6 Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftir

you up

g Even at the Bafe of Pompey's Statue,

Which all the while ran blood, great C&Carfell.] Plutarcb

tells us, that C&J'ar received many wounds in the face on this

occafion, fo that it might be faid to run blood. But, inftead of

that, the Statue, in this reading, and not the face, is faid to do
fo ; it is plain thefe two lines mould be tranfpofed : And then the

reflection, which follows,

O what a fall was there

is natural, lamenting the difgrace of being at laft fubdued in that

quarrel in which he had been ccmpleat victor.

To
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* To fuch a fudden flood of mutiny :

4 They, that have done this deed, are honourable.
4 What private griefs they have, alas, I know not,
4 That made them do it: they are wile and honour-

able;
1 And will, no doubt, with reafon anfwer you.
4

I come not, friends, to (leal away your hearts

;

4
I am no Orator, as Brutus is :

* But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man,
* That love my friend ; and that they know full well,

* That give me publick leave to fpeak of him :

c Fori have neither wit, nor words, nor worth,
* Action nor utt' ranee, nor the power of fpeech,
4 To ftir men's blood ; I only fpeak right on.
4

I tell you that, which you your felves do know ;

4 Shew you fweet Qafar's wounds, poor, poor, dumb
mouths

!

4 And bid them fpeak for me. But were I Brutus^
4 And Brutus, Antony, there were an Antony
4 Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue
c In every wound of Ccefar, that mould move
4 The itones of Rome to rife and mutiny.

AIL We'Jl mutiny

1 'Pw. We'll burn the houfe of Brutus.

2 Bleb. Away then, come, leek tne confpiritors.

Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen j yet hear me
fpeak.

AIL Peace, ho, hear Antony, moft noble Antorty.

Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not

what.

Wherein hath C<zfar thus deferv'd your loves?

Alas, you know not; I muft tell -you then :

You have forgot the Will, I told you of.

All. Moft true— the Will— let's ftay and hear the

Will.

Ant. Here is the Will, and under C^far's leal.

To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives,

To
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To ev'ry fev'ral man, fev'nty five drachma's.

2 Pleb. Mod noble Cafar! we'll revenge his death.

3 Pleb. O royal Ccsfar

!

Ant. Hear me with patience.

All. Peace, ho!

Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks,

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards,

On that fide fiber he hath left them you,

And to your heirs for ever; common pleafures,

To walk abroad, and recreate your felves.

Here was a Cafar* when comes fuch another ?

i Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away;
We'll burn his body in the holy place,

And with the brands fire all the traitors* houfes.

Take up the body.

t Pleb. Go, fetch fire.

3 Pleb. Pluck down benches.

4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing.

[Exeunt Plebeians with the body.

Now let it work ; Milchief, thou art afoot,

Take thou
(
what courfe thou wilt !—How now, fellow?

Enter a Servant.

Ser. ORavius is already come to Rome.

Ant. Where is he ?

Ser. He and Lepidus are at Gefar's houfe.

Ant. And thither will I ftraight to vifit him ;

He comes upon a wifh. Fortune is merry,

And in this mood will give us any thing.

Ser. I heard him fay, Brutus and Caffuts

Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome.

Ant. Belike, they had fome notice of the people,

How I had mov'd them. Bring me to Ofiaz-ius.

[Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE VII

Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians.

Gn. I dreamt to night
1

, that I did feaft with Czfar*

'And things unluckey charge my fantafie;

I have no will to wander forth of doors:

Yet fomething leads me forth.

1 Pkb. What is your name ?

2 Pkb. Whither are you going ?

3 Pkb. Where do you dwell ?

4 Pkb. Are you a married man, or a batchelor ?

2 Pkb. Anfwer every man, diretftly.

1 Pkb. Ay, and briefly.

4 Pkb. Ay, and wifely.

3 Pkb. Ay, and truly, you were beft.

Gn. What is my name? whither am I going?

where do I dwell ? am I a married man, or a batche-

lor? then to anfwer every man directly and briefly,

wifelv and truly; wifely, I fay 1 am a batchelor.

2 Pkb. " That's as much as to fay, they are fools
cc that marry ; you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear

;

46 proceed directly.

Cin. Dire&ly, I am going to C<efarh funeral.

1 Pkb. As a friend, or an enemy ?

Cin. As a friend.

2 Pkb. That matter is anfwer'd directly.

4 Pleb. For your dwelling ; briefly.

Cin. Briefly, J dwell by the Capitol.

3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly.

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna.

i Pkb. Tear him to pieces, he's a confpirator.

Cin. I am Cinna the poer, I am Cinna the poet.

I And things unluckily charge my• fan tafie 5] Bo'.h for the Hike

of the fehft and rneafure we fhouid read,

And thing unluckey charge my fantafie

>

i.e. unluckey things; for the ancient fuperftition divided things

into luckcy and unluckey.

4 Pleb.
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4 Pleb. a Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him
11 for his bad verfes.

Cin. I am not Cinna the confpirator.

4 P/^. It is no matter, his name's Cinna ; pluck

but his name out of his heart, and turn him going.

3 Pleb. Tear him, tear him s come, brands, ho,

fire-brands:

To Brutus^ to Caffius, burn all. Some to DmV/j's

houfe,

And fome to Cafca's 9 fome to Ligarius : away, go.

{Exeunt.

A C T IV. S C E N E I.

Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus.

Antony.
*Tp H E S E many then fhall die, their names are

1 prickt.

Oft. Your brother too muft die 5 confent you, Le-

pidus ?

Lep. f do confent.

Oft. Prick him down, Antony.

Lep. Upon condition, Publius mail not live ;

Who is your fitter's fon, Mark Antony.

Ant. He mall not live ; look, with a fpot I damn
him.

But, Lepidus , go you to Cajar's houfe 5

Fetch the Will hither, and we fhall determine

How to cut off fome charge in legacies,

Lep. What ? fhall I find you here ?

Oft. Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidusi

Ant. This is a flight, unmeritable, man,
Meet to be fent on errands : is it fit,

The three- fold world divided, he fhould (land

Vol. VII; F One
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One of the three to fhare it ?

Oft. So you thought him ;

And took his voice who mould be prickt to die,

In our black fentence and profcription.

Ant. Oftavius, I have feen more days than you ;

And though we lay thefe honours on this man,
To eafe our felves of divers fland'rous loads

;

He (hall but bear them, as the afs bears gold,

To groan and fweat under the bufinefs,

Or led or driven, as we point the way ;

And, having brought our treafure where we will,

Then take we down his load, and turn him off,

Like to the empty afs, to make his ears,

And graze in commons.
Oft. You may do your will

;

But he's a try'd and valiant foldier.

Ant. So is my horfe, Oftavius : and, for that,

I do appoint him ftore of provender.

It is a creature that I teach to fight,

To wind, to flop, to run directly on ;

His corporal motion govern'd by my fpirir.

And, in lbme tafte, is Lepidus but fo

;

He muft be taught, and train'd, and bid go forth s

A barren-fpiri ted fellow, one that feeds

On (a) abjecl: Orts, and imitations

:

Which, out of ufe, and ftal'd by other men,
Begin his fafhion. Do not talk of him,

But as a property. And now, Oftavius,

LiMen great things Brutus and Cqffius

Are levying powers we muft ftraight make head.

Therefore let our alliance be combin'd ;

Our beft friends made, and our beft means ftretcht out
And let us prefently go fit in council,

How covert matters may be beft difclos'd,

And open perils fureft anfwered.

[ (a) ahjeft Orti. Mr. Theobald.— Vulg. objeSl^ arts. ]
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Ocl. Let us do fo •, for we are at the (lake,

And bay'd about with many enemies :

And fome, that fmilc, have in their hearts, I fear,

Millions of mifchiefs. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

Before Brutus'* Tent, in the Camp near Sardis,

"Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, andfoldiers : Titinius

and Pindarus meeting them.

Bru.CTAND, ho!
3 Luc. Give the word, ho ! and ftand !

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is CaJJius near ?

Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come
To do you falutation from his mafter.

Bru. He greets me well. Your mafter, Pindarus],
1 In his own charge, or by ill officers,

Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wifti

Things done, undone ; but if he be at hand*

I mail be fatisfied.

Pin. I do not doubt,

But that my noble mafter will appear,

Such as he is, full of regard and honour.

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius

How he receiv'd you, let me be refolv'd.

i In his own change, or by ill officers,'] The fenfe of which is

this, Eitheryour mafter, by the change of his virtuous nature, or

by his officers abufing the power be had intruded to them, hath done

fome things Icould wifh undone. This implies a doubt which of

the two was the cafe. Yet, immediately after, on Pindarus** fay-

ing, His mafter was full of regard and honour; he replies, he ii

not doubted. To reconcile this we mould read,

In his own charge, or by ill officers.

\. e. either by thofe under his immediate command> or under the

command of his lieutenants who had abufed their truft. Charge
is fo ufual a word in Shakefpear, to fignify the forces committed

to the truft of a commander, that I think it needlefs to give any
initances.

F z Luc.
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Luc. With courtefie, and with refpect enough 5

But not with fuch familiar inftances,

Nor with fuch free and friendly conference,

As he hath us'd of old.

Bru. Thou haft defcrib'd

A hot friend cooling ; ever note, Lucilius,

When love begins to ficken and decay,

It ufeth an enforced ceremony.

There are no tricks in plain, and fimple faith :

But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand,

Make gallant mew and promile of their mettle

;

But when they mould endure the bloody fpur,

They fall their creft, and, like deceitful jades,

Sink in the tryal. Comes his army on ?

Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quartered -
9

The greater part, the horfe in general,

Are come with Cajfius. [Low march within.

Enter Cafiius and foldiers.

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ;

March gently on to meet him.

Caf. Stand, ho !

Bru. Stand, ho ! fpeak the word along.

Within. Stand !

Within. Stand!

Within. Stand !

Caf. Moft noble brother, you have done me wrong.

Bru. Judge me, you Gods ! wrong I mine enemies?

And, if not fo, how mould I wrong a brother ?

Caf. Brutus^ this fober form of yours hides wrongs,

And when you do them
Bru. Cajfius , be content,

Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well.

Before the eyes of both our armies here,

(Which mould perceive nothing, but love, from us)

Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away •,

Then in my Tent, Cajfius^ enlarge your griefs,

And
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And I will give you audience.

Caf. Pindarus,

Bid our commanders lead their charges off

A little from this ground.

Bru. LucilhiSy do the like; and let no man
Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conference.

Let Lucius and 'Titinius guard the door. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Changes to the Injide of Brutus'* Tent.

Re-enter Brutus and Caffius.

Caf. TP H AT you have wrong'd me, doth appear

A in this,

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella^

For taking bribes here of the Sardians ;

Wherein, my letter (praying on his fide,

Becaufe I knew the man,) was flighted of.

Bru. You wrong'd your felf to write in fuch a cafe.

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet

That 4 ev'ry nice offence mould bear its comment.
Bru. Yet let me tell you, Caffius, you your felf

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm j

To fell and mart your offices for gold,

To undefervers.

Caf. I an itching palm ?

You know, that you are Brutus, that fpeak this

;

Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft.

Bru. The name of Cafftus honours this corruption,

And chaflifement doth therefore hide its head.

Caf. Chaflifement ! [member!
Bru. " 3 Remember March, the Ides of March re-

" Did
2 ev'ry nice offence ] /. e. fmall trifling offence.

3 Remember March, &c.
What villain touched his body, that didJlab,
And not for jujiice? ] The thought here is infinitely

F 3 noble;
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" Did not great Julius bleed for juftice fake ?

" What villain touch'd his body, that did ftab,

" And not for juftice ? what, fhall one of us,
* c That {truck the foremoft man of all this world,
" But for fupporting robbers ; fhall we now
<c Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes ?

" And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours
" For fo much tram, as may be grafped thus?—

«

<c 4 I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,
" Than fuch a Roman,

Caf. Brutus, bay not me,

I'll not endure it ; you forget your felf,

To hedge me in ; I am a ioldier, I,

Older in practice, abler than your felf

To make conditions.

Bru. 5 Go to ; you are not Cajfius.

Caf.

noble ; yet by reafon of the laconic brevity here reprefented, it is

obfcure. We mult imagine Brutus fpeaking to this effect, Remem-
ber the ides of March, vjhen voe had a caufe in hand, fo great

andfanBifed that the mofl corrupt men, intent only on the public,

caf afide all private regards, engaged in the caufe of liberty, and
fab dfor juflice : remsjnher too, that this is but the fame caufe

continued ; all corrupt and private motives Jhould be therefore

neglccled and deffifed. This is the fenfe, in which the dignity of

the fen time,ot, and the propriety of it to the cafe in hand, are alto-

gether worthy the character of the fpeaker.

4 1 had rather be a dog, and bay the moon,

Than fuch a Roman.] The poets and common people, who
generally think and fpeak alike, fuppofe the dog bays the moon
out of envy to its brighttnefs ; an allufion to this notion makes the

beauty of the paffage in queftion : Brutus hereby infinuates a
.covert accufation againft his friend, that it was only envy at

CafaSs glory which let CaJJlus on confpiring againft him ; and
ancient hittory feems to countenance fuch a charge. Cajfus under-

load him in this fenfe, and with much confeious pride retorts the

charge by a like infinuation,

" 1111 Brutus, lay not me.

$ Go to; you are noi Camus ] We are not to underhand this a*

if Brutus had faid, You are not an able foldier, which would be

wrangling on a chiklifh queilion beneath the character of Brutus.

On
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Caf I am.

Bru. I fay, you are not.

Caf. Urge me no more, I (hall forget my felf

—

Have mind upon your health—tempt me no farther.

Bru. Away, flight man

!

Caf Is't poffible?

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak.

Mud I give way and room to your rafh choler?
*' Shall I be frighted, when a madman fhires ?

Caf O Gods ! ye Gods ! muft I endure all this?

Bru. All this! ay, mere. Fret, 'till your proud

heart break ;

" Go, fhew your flaves how cholerick you are,
*c And make your bondmen tremble. Mult I budge r

Mult I obferve you ? muft I liand and crouch

Under your tefty humour ? by the Gods,
You mall digeft the venom of your fpleen,

Tho5
it do fplit you : For, from this day forth,

I'll ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter,

When you are wafpifh.

Caf Is it come to this ?

Bru. You fay, you are a better foldier

;

Let it appear fo ; make your Vaunting true,

And it fhall pleafe me well. For mine own part,

I fhall be glad to learn of noble men.

Caf. You wrong me every way -you wrong me,
Brutus ;

I faid, an elder foldier^ not a better.

Did I fay, better ?

Bru. If you did, I care not.

On the contrary, when Caffius had made fo unbecoming a boaft,

Brutus^ in his reply, only reproves him for degeneracy : And he
could not do it in words more pathetic than in faying, You are

not Caffius ; i.e. You are no longer that brave, dijintercfed,

phiiofopbic Caffius, ivbcfe character <was made up of honour and
patriotifm ; but are funk down to the impotency and corruption of
the times.

F 4 cy.
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Caf When C<efar liv'd, he durft not thus have
mov'd me.

Bru. Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted
him.

Caf. I durft not ! —
Bru. No.
Caf What ? durft not tempt him ?

Bru. For your life you durft not.

Caf Do not prefume too much upon my love

;

I may do that, I fhall be forry for.

Bru. You have done that, you fttould be forry for.

<c There is no terror, Coffius, in your threats \

46 For I am arm'd fo ftrong in honefty,
* c That they pafs by me, as the idle wind,
" Which I refpect not. I did fend to you
" For certain fums of gold, which you deny'd me j

<c For I can raife no money by vile means j

<c By heaven, I had rather coin my heart,

" And drop my blood for drachma's, 6 than to wring
" From the hard hands of peafants their vile tram,
" By any Indirection. I did fend

" To you for gold to pay my legions,
rt Which you denied me; was that done like CaffusZ
4i Should 1 have anfwer'd Caius Caffius fo?
* 6 When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous,

" To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends,
46 Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts,
w Dafh him to pieces.

Caf I deny'd you not.

Bru. You did.

Caf I did not—he was but a fool,

6 ' than to wring
From the hard hands of peajants their <vile trajhf,] This is

a noble fentiment, altcgecher in character, and exprefled in a

manner inimicably happy. For to ivring, implies both to get

unjuftly, and to ufe force in getting : And hard hands fignify

both the peafant's great labour and pains in acquiring, and his

great unmillingnefs to quit his hold.

That
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That brought my anfvver back.

—

Brutus hath riv'd my
heart.

A friend mould bear a friend's infirmities,

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are.

Bru. 7 1 do not. Still you pradtife them on me.
Caf. You love me not.

Bru, I do not like your faults.

Caf. A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults.

Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear
As huge as high Olympus.

Caf. Come, Antony, and young OZlavius^ come

;

Revenge your felves alone on Caffius,

For Caffius is a weary of the world ;

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother;

Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obferv'd ;

Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote,

To caft into my teeth. O I could weep
My fpirit from mine eyes!—There is my dagger,

And here my naked bread within, a heart

Dearer than Plutus* Mine, richer than gold ;

8 If that thou needft a Roman's, take it. forth.

I,

7 Bru. I do not, till you praftife them on me."] But was this

talking like Brutus? Caffius complained that his friend made his

infirmities greater than they were. To which Brutus replies, not

till thofe infirmities were injurioufly turned upon me. But was
this any excufe for aggravating his friend's failings? Shake/pear

knew better what was fit for his hero to fay, and certainly wrote
and pointed the line thus,

I do not. St i ll you pratiife them on me.

i. e. I deny your charge, and this is a frefli injury done me.

8 If that thou beest a Roman, take itforth. &c] But why
is he bid to rip out his heart, if he were a Roman ? There is no
other fenfe but this, If you have the courage of a Roman. But

this is fo poor, and fo little to the purpofe, that the reading may
be juftly fufpected. The occafion of this quarrel was Caffius*

&

refufal to fupply the necefhties of his friend
s
who charges it on

him as a difhonour and crime, with great afperity of language.

Caffius > to fnew him the injuftice of accufing him of avarice, tells

him he was ready to expofe his life in his fervice ; but at the fame
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I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart;

Strike as thou did ft at Cafar ; for I know,
When thou didft hate him word, thou lov'dft him

better

Than ever thou lov'dft Coffins.

Bru. Sheath your dagger ;

Be angry when you will, it fhall have fcope;

" Do what you will, difhonour fhall be humour.
" OCaffiuSy youareyoaked with a Lamb,
46 That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ;

46 Who, much enforced, mews a hafty fpark,
46 And ftraight is cold again.

Caf. Hath Coffins Jiv'd

To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus,

When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ?

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too.

Caf. Do you confefs fo much? give me your hand.

Bru. And my heart too. [Embracing.

Caf. O Brutus

!

Bru. What's the matter ?

Caf Have you not love enough to bear with me,
When that rafh humour, which my mother gave me,
Makes me forgetful ?

Bru, Yes, Coffins, and from henceforth

When you are over-earneft with your Brutus,

He'll think, your. mother chides, and leave you lb.

\A noife within.

Poet, [within."] Let me go in to fee the Generals ;

time, provoked and ex?.fperatcd at the other's reproaches, he up-
braids him v.'ith the feverity of his temper, that would pardon
nothing, but always aimed at the life of the offender; and de-

lighted in his blood, tho' a Roman, and attached to him by the

llrongeil bonds of alliance ; hereby obliquely infmuating the cafe

of C<efar. The lenfe being thus explained, it is evident we
mould read,

If that thou needs t a Roman*/, take it forth,

i. e. if nothing but another Romans death can fatisfy the unre-

lenting feverity of youi temper, take my life as you did Ca-far's.

There
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There is fome grudge between 'em, 'tis not meet

They be alone.

Luc. [within. 1 You (hall not come to them.

Poet, [within.] Nothing but death (hall ftay me.

Enter Poet.

Caf. How now ? what's the matter ?

Poet. For fhame, you Generals ; what do you mean?
Love, and be friends, as two fuch men mould be

;

For I have feen more years, I'm lure, than ye.

Caf Ha, ha— how vilely doth this Cynick rhimei

Bru. Get you hence, Grrah faucy fellow, hence.

Caf. Bear with him, Brutus^ 'tis his fafhion.

Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his

time

;

What mould the^wars do with thefe jingling fools?

Companion, hence.

Caf. Away, away, begone. [Exit Poet.

SCENE IV.

Enter Lucilius, #77J Titinius.

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders
Prepare to lodge their companies to night.

Caf. And come your felves, and bring Mejfala with

you
Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius <3;;^Titinius.

Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine.

Caf. I did not think, you could have been fo angry,

Bru. % O Caffius, I am fick of many griefs.

Caf * Of your philofophy you make no ufe,

* If you give place to accidental evils.

Bru. c No man bears forrow better—PflraVs.dead.

Caf « Ha! Porcia!

Bru. c She is dead.

Caf.
c How Tcap'd I killing, when I croft you fb?

O infupportable and touching lofs

!

Upon
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Upon what ficknefs ?

Bru. Impatient of my abfence \

And grief, that young Otlavius with Mark Antony

Have made themfelves fo ftrong : (for with her death

That tydings came) With this fhe fell diftracl,

And (her Attendants abfent) fwallow'd fire.

Caf Anddy'dfo?
Bru. Even fo.

Caf. O ye immortal Gods

!

Enter Boy with Wine and 'Tapers.

Bru. Speak no more of her : give me a bowl of wine-

In this I bury all unkindnefs, Cafius. [Brinks,

Caf. My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge.

Fill, Lucius, 'till the wine o'er-fwell the cup ;

I cannot drink too much of Brutus
9

Jpve,

Bru. Come in
5
Titinius ;—welcome, good Mejfala.

SCENE V.

Enter Titinius, and MefTala.

Now fit we clofe about this taper here,

And call in queftion our neceflities.

Caf O Porcia ! art thou gone ?

Bru. No more, I pray you.

Mejfala, I have here received letters,

That young Otlavius, and Mark Antony,

Come down upon us with a mighty Power,

Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi.

Mef My felf have letters of the felf-fame tenour.

Bru. With what addition ?

Mef. That by Profcription and bills of Outlawry,

Otlavius, Antony, and Lepidus

Have put to death an hundred Senators.

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree 5

Mine fpeak of fev'nty Senators that dy'd

By their Profcriptions, Cicero being one.
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Caf Cicero one ?—
Mef Cicero is dead ; and by that order of profcription.

Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ?

Bru. No, Meffala.

Mef. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her?

Bru. Nothing, Meffala.

Mef. That, methinks, is ftrange.

Bru. Why ask you ? hear you aught of her in yours?

Mef. No, my lord.

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true.

Mef. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell

;

For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner.

Bru. Why, farewel, Porcia—we muft die, Mcjfala.

With meditating that (he muft die once,

I have the patience to endure it now.

Mef. Ev'n fo great men great loffes mould endure.

Caf 9 1 have as much of this in art as you,

But yet my nature could not bear it fo.

Bru. Well, to cur Work alive. What do you think

Of marching to Philippi prefently ?

Caf. I do not think it good.

Bru. Your reafon ?

Caf. This it is

:

'Tis better, that the enemy leek us ;

So mail he wafte his means, weary his foidiers,

Doing himfelf offence ; whilfl we, lying ftill,

(

Are full of reft, defence and nimblenefs.

Bru. Good reafons muft of force give place to better.

The people, 'twixt Philippi and this ground,

Do ftand but in a fore'd affection ;

For they have grudg'd us contribution.

The enemy, marching along by them,

By them mall make a fuller number up,

Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag'd j

9 I have as much of this in art, as you,] i.e. I have as much
of that affiftance which Philofophy affords as you have, drt iot

Philofophy.

From
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From which advantage fhall we cut him offj

If at Philippi we do face him there,

Thefe People at our back.

Caf Hear me, good brother-

Bru. Under your pardon.—You mud: note befide,

That we have try'd the utmoft of our friends.

Our legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe

;

The enemy increafeth every day,

We, at the height, are ready to decline.
c There is a tide in the affairs of men,
* Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune ;

* Omitted, all the Voyage of their life

* Is bound in mallows, and in miferies.

* On fuch a full fea are we now a-float

:

* And we mud take the current when it ferves,

* Or lofe our ventures,

Caf. Then, with your will, go on : we will along

Our felves, and meet them at Philippi.

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk,

And nature muft obey necefiity ;

Which we will niggard with a little reft.

There is no more to fay.

Caf. No more ; good night ;—
Early to morrow will we rife, and hence.

Enter Lucius.

Bru. Lucius^ my gown ; farewel, good Mejfala%

Good night, Titinius: noble, noble Cqff\u$%

Good night, and good repofe.

Caf. O my dear brother

!

This was an ill beginning of the night

:

Never come fuch divifion 'tween our fouls

;

Let it not, Brutus I

Enter Lucius with the Gown.

Bru. Ev'ry thing is well.

Tit. Meffa, Good night, lord Brutus.

Bru.
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Bru. Farewel, every one [Exeunt.

Give me the Gown. Where is thy inftrutttcnt ?

Luc. Here, in the Tent.

Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drowfily ?

Poor knave, i blame thee not; thou art o'er-watch'd,

Call Claudius, and fome other of my men ;

I'll have them fleep on culhions in my Tent.

Luc. Varro, and Claudius !—
SCENE VI.

Enter Varro and Claudius,

Var. Calls my lord ?

Bru. I pray you, Sirs, lie in my Tent, and fleep

;

It may be, I mall raife you by and by,

On bufinefs to my brother Cajfius.

Var. So pleafe you, we will ftand, and watch your
pleafure.

Bru. I will not have it fo ; lie down, good Sirs

:

It may be, I mail otherwife bethink me.

Look, Lucius, here's the book I fought for lb;

I put it in the pocket of my gown.

Luc. I was fure, your lordfhip did not give it me.
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful.

Canft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while,

And touch thy inftrument, a drain or two ?

Luc. Ay, my lord, an't pleafe you.

Bru. It does, my boy ;

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing.

Luc. It is my duty, Sir.

Bru. I mould not urge thy duty pad thy might;
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft.

Luc. I have flept, my lord, already.

Bru. It was well done, and thou malt fleep again

;

I will not hold thee long. If I do live,

I will be good to thee. [MuJJck and a Song.

This



Julius Caesar.

This is a flcepy tune—O murth'rous flumber!

Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy,

That plays thee mufick ? gentle knave, good night.

I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee.

If thou doft nod, thou break'ft thy inftrument,

I'll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good night.

But let me fee — is not the leaf turn'd down,
Where I left reading? here it is, I think.

[HeJits down to read.

SCENE VII.

Enter the Ghoft of Casfar.

How ill this taper burns ! ha ! who comes here ?

I think, it is the weaknefs of mine eyes,

That fhapes this monftrous apparition ?

It comes upon me-—Art thou any thing ?

Art thou fome God, fome angel, or fome devil,

That mak'ft my blood cold, and my hair to (tare ?

Speak to me, what thou art.

Ghoft. Thy evil fpirit, Brutus,

Bru. Why com'ft thou ?

Ghoft. To tell thee, thou (halt fee me at Pbilippi.

Bru. Then, I (hall fee thee again.

Gboft. Ay, at Pbilippi. [Exit Ghoft.

Bru. Why, I will iee thee at Pbilippi then.

—

Now I have taken heart, thou vanifheft :

111 Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee.

Boy! Lucius! Varrol Claudius I Sirs! awake!

Claudius

!

Luc. The firings, my lord, are falfe.

Bru. He thinks, he is ftill at his inftrument.

Lucius ! awake.

Luc. My lord !—

—

Bru. Didft thou dream, Lucius, that thou fo cried'ft

out?

Lucl
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Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry.

Bru. Yes, that thoudidft ; didft thou fee any thing P

Luc. Nothing, my lord,

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius j firrah, Claudius, fellow !

l Varro! awake.

Var. My lord !

Clau. My lord

!

Bru. Why did you Co cry out, Sirs, in yourfleep?

Both. Did we, my lord ?

Bru. Ay, faw you any thing?

Var. No, my lord, I faw nothing.

Clau. Nor I, my lord.

Bru. Go and commend me to my brother Coffius\

Bid him fet on his Pow'rs betimes before,

And we will foliow.

Both. It fhall be done, my lord. [Exeunt.

A C T V. SCENE!
The Fields of Philippi, with the two Camp 4

Enter O&avius, Antony, and their Army.

OCTAVIUS.
\ I OW, Antony our hopes are anfwered.

l\| You faid. the enemy would not come down,

But keep the hills and upper regions

;

It proves not fo their battles are at hand,

They mean to warn us at Philippi here,

Anfwering, before we do demand of them.

Ant. Tut, I am in their bofoms, and 1 know

i Thou! awaked The accent is fo unmuficd and harfh, 'tis

impofiible the poet could begin his verfe thus. Brutus certainly

was intended to fpeak to both his other men ; who both awake

and anfwer at an inftant.

Vol. VII, G Wherefore
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Wherefore they do it ; they could be content

To vifit other places, and come down
With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face,

To fallen in our thoughts that they have courage.

But 'tis not fo.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Prepare you, Generals ;

The enemy comes on in gallant fhew ;

Their bloody fign of battle is hung out,

And fomething to be done immediately.

Ant. Oftavius, lead your battle foftly on,

Upon the left hand of the even field.

Qcla. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left.

Ant. Why do you crofs me in this exigent ?

Ofla. I do not crofs you ; but I will do fo. [March.

SCENE II.

Drum. Enter Brutus, Cafiius, and their army.

Bru. They (land, and would have parley.

Caf. Stand fad, Titinius, we muft out and talk.

Ofta. Mark Antony, fhall we give fign of battle ?

Ant. No, C^far, we will anfwer on their charge.

Make forth, the Generals would have fome words.

Ofta. Stir not until the fignal.

Bru. Words before blows : is it fo, countrymen ?

Oofa. Not that we love words better, as you do.

Eru. Good words are better than bad flrokes, Ofta*

vius.

Ant. In your bad flrokes, Brutus, you give good
words.

Witnefs the hole you made in C^efar's heart,

Crying, " long live ! hail, Cafar i

Caf. Antony,

The pofture of your blows are yet unknown ;

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees,

And



Julius C^sah,
And leave them honeylefs.

Ant. Not ftinglefs too.

Bru. O yes, and found Iefs too :

For you have ftoln their buzzing, Antony ;

And very wifely threat, before you fting.

Ant. Villains! you did not fo, when your vile

daggers

Hack'd one another in the fides of Cafar.

You ihew'd your teeth like apes, and fawn'd like

hounds,

And bow'd like bond-men, kiffing C^far's feet

;

Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur behind,

Struck Qefar on the neck. O flatterers !

Caf. Flatterers! now, Brutus^ thank your felf j

This tongue had not offended fo to day,

If Coffins might have rul'd.

Ofta. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make
us fweat,

The proof of it will turn to redder drops.

Behold, I draw a fword againfr, confpirators

;

When think you, that the fword goes up again ?

Never, 'till Ctefar's three and twenty wounds
Be well aveng'd 5 or 'till another CJfar

Have added (laughter to the fword of traitors,

Bru. Ctefar, thou can (I not die by traitors' hands*

Unlefs thou bring'ft them with thee.

Ofta. So I hope;

I was not born to die on Brutus^ fword.

Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleft of thy Strain,

Young man, thou couldft not die more honourable,

Caf. A peevifh fchool-boy, worthlefs of fuch

honour,

Join'd with a masker and a reveller.

Ant. Old Coffins ftill !

051a. Come, Antony, away;
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth r

If you dare fight to day, come to the field 5

G 2 If
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If not, when you have ftomachs.

\_Exeunt Octavius, Antony, and army,

SCENE III.

Caf. Why, now blow wind, fwell billow, and fwim
bark!

The ftorm is up, and all is on the hazard.

Bru. Lucilius*—hark, a word with you.

[Lucilius and Meflalaftandforth.

Luc. My lord. [Brutus /peaks apart to Lucilius.

Caf Mej/ala.

Me/ W hat fays my General ?

Ca/ Mejjala,

This is my birth-day as this very day

Was Caffms born. Give me thy hand, Mej/ala :

Be thou my witnefs, that, againft my will,

As Pompey was, am I compelled to fet

Upon one battle all our liberties.

You know, that I held Epicurus ftrong,

And his opinion now I change my mind

;

And partly credit things, that do prefage.

Coming from Sardis, on our foremoft enfign

Two mighty eagles fell; and there they perch'ds

Gorging and feeding from our foldiers' hands,

Who to Pbilippi here conforted us

:

This morning are they fled away and gone,

And, in their fteads, do 1 ravenous crows and kites

Fly o'er our heads ; and downward look on us,

As we were fickly prey, their fhadows feem

A canopy mod fatal, under which

i ravens, croivs and kites] A raven and a crow is

the fame bird of prey : the firft name taken from its nature; the

other from its voice. We mould therefore read,

» do ravenous crows and kites :

Befides, this epithet denotes the circumltances that make the fpea-

ker confider them as birds of omen.

Our
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Our army lies ready to give the ghoft.

Mef. Believe not fo.

Caf. I but believe it partly ;

For I am frefh of fpirit, and refolv'd

To meet all peril very conftantly.

Bru. Even fo, Lucilius.

Caf. Now, mod noble Brutus,

The Gods to day ftand friendly ; that we may,
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age

!

But fince th* affairs of men reft ftill incertain,

Let's reafon with the worfl: that may befall.

If we do lofe this battle, then is this

* The very laft time we fhall fpeak together.

What are you then determined to do?

Bru. Ev'n by the rule of that philofophy,

By which I did blame Cato for the death

Which he did givehimfelf; 1 know not how,

But I do find it cowardly, and vile,

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent

The time of life >
* * * 3 arming myfelf with patience,

To (lay the providence of fome high powers,

That govern us below.

Caf Then, if we lofe this battle,

You are contented to be led in triumph

Thorough the ftreets of Rome ?

Bru. 6 No, Caffius, noj think not, thou noble
c Roman,

« That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome;
' He bears too great a mind. But this fame day

2 The very laji time ive Jball fpeak together.

What are you then determined to do ?\ i. e. I am refolved

in fuch a cafe to kill myfelf. What are you determined of?

3 arming myfelf with patience, &c.] It is evident, that,

between thefe words and the foregoing, a fentcnce is dropped out
to this effedl [on the contrary, true courage is feen in the] arm-
ing tnyfelf <witb patience. &c. As the text Hands at prefent, the
two different fentiments of dijlike and approbation are run together,

as parts related to one another.

G 3
6 Muft
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* Muft end that Work, the Ides of March begun ;

« And, whether we fhall meet again, I know not 5

c Therefore our everlafting farewel take

;

* For ever, and for ever, farewel, Coffins

!

* If we do meet again, why, we fhall fmile;

' If not, why, then this parting was well made.

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus

!

If we do meet again, we'll fmile indeed ;

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made.

Bru. 6 Why then, lead on. O, that a man might know
c The end of this day's bufinefs ere it come

!

* But it fuhiceth, that the day will end

;

* And then the end is known. Come, ho, away.

{Exeunt.SCENE IV.

Alarum, Enter Brutus and MefTala.

Bru, Ride, ride, MeJJala ride, and give thefe bills

Unto the legions, on the other fide. [Loud alarum.

Let them fet on at once •, for I perceive

But cold demeanor in Offavius* wing

;

A fudden Pufh gives them the overthrow.

Ride, ride, Mejfala-, let them all come down. [Exeunt.

Alarum. Enter Caffius and Titinius.

r G look, Titinius, look, the villains fly

!

Mylclf have to mine own turn'd enemy s

This enfign here of mine was turning back,

I flew the coward, and did take it from him.

Tit. O Caffius, Brutus gave the word too early ;

Who, having fome advantage on Offavius,

Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil,

Whilft we by Antony were all inclos'd.

Enter Pindarus.

Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off

;

M&rt Antony is in your Tents, my lord 5

Fly
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Fly therefore, noble Caffnis, fly far off.

Caf. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius^

Are thofe my Tents, where i perceive the fire ?

Tit. They are, my lord.

Caf. Titinius, if thou lov'ft me,

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in him,

*Tili he have brought thee up to yonder troops,

And here again ; that I may reft afTur'd,

Whether yond troops are friend or enemy.

Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [Exit.

Caf Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill,

My fight was ever thick; regard Titinius,

And tell me what thou not'ft about the field.

This day I breathed firft; time is come round

;

And, where I did begin, there mail I end •>

My life is run its compafs. Now, what news?

Find. [above.~] Oh, my lord!

Caf What news ?

Pind. Titinius is inclofed round about

With horfemen, that make to him on the fpur;

Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him ;

Titinius! now fome light oh, he lights too •

He's ta'en -and hark, they mouc for joy. [Shout.

Caf. Come down, behold no more
Oh, coward that I am, to live fo long,

To fee my bed friend ta'en before my face 1

Enter Pindarus.

Come hither, firrah;

In Parthia did I take thee prifoner

;

And then I fwore thee, laving of thy life,

That whatfoever I did bid thee do,

Thou fhouldft attempt it. Come now, keep thine oath,

Now be a freeman ; and, with this good fword,

That ran through Cafarh bowels, fearch this bofom.

Stand not to anlwer ; here, take thou the hiki

And when my face is cover'd, as 'tis now,

G 4 Guide
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Guide thou the fword C<efar, thou art reveng'd,

Ev'n with the fword that kill'd thee.-—
[Kills himfelf.

Pind. So, I am Free ; yet would not fo have been,

Durft I have done my Will. Oh, CaJJius!

Far from this country Pindarus fhall run,

Where never Roman fhall take note of him. [Exit.

SCENE V,

Enter Titinius, and Mefiala.

Mef. It is but change, Titinius ; for Oftavius

Is overthrown by noble Brutus' power,

As Caffius* legions are by Antony.

Tit. Thefe Tidings will well comfort Caffius.

Mef. Where did you leave him ?

Tit. All difconfolate,

With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill.

Mef. Is not that he, that lies upon the ground ?

Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart

!

Mef Is not that he ?

Tit. No, this was he, Meffala \

Bat Caffius is no more! Oh, fetting Sun!

As in thy red rays thou doft fink to night,

So in his red blood Caffius* day is fet

;

The Sun of Rome is fet ! our day is gone \

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done \

Miftruft of my fuccefs hath done this deed.

Mef. Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed.

Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child

!

Why doft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men
The things that are not ? Error, foon conceiv'd,

Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth,

But kill'ft the mother that engender'd thee.

Tit. What, Pindarus ? where art thou, Pindarus ?

Mef Seek him, Titinius ; whilft I go to meet

The noble Brutus , thrufting this report

Into
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Into his cars j I may fay, thrufting it;

For piercing fteel, and darts invenomed,

Shall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus,

As tidings of this fight.

Tit. Hyeyou, Meffala,

And I will feek for Pindarus the while. [Exit Mef,
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Caffius!

Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they

Put on my brows this wreath of victory,

And bid me give it thee ? didft thou not hear their

fhouts ?

Alas, thou haft mifconftru'd ev'ry thing.

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow.

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee ; and I

Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace;

And fee how I regarded Caius Caffius.

By your leave, Gods This is a Roman's part.

[Stabs himfelf.

Come, Caffius
9 fword, and find Titinius

9
heart. [Dies*

SCENE VI.

Alarum. Enter Brutus, Mefiila, young Cato, Strato,

Volumnius, and Lucilius.

Bru. Where, where, Mejfala, doth his body lye?

Mef. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it.

Bru. Titinius
9
face is upward.

Cato. He is (lain.

Bru. Oh Julius Ccefar^ thou art mighty yet

!

Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our fwords

In our own proper entrails. [Low alarums.

Cato. Brave Titinius \

Look, if he have not crownM dead Caffius7—

-

Bru. Are yet two Romans living, fuch as thefe ?

Thou lad of all the Romans I fare thee well;
Jt is impofiible, that ever Rome
Should breed thy fellow, Friends, I owe more tears

Te



Julius Cesar.

To this dead man, than you fliall fee me pay.

I (hall find time, CaJJius, I mail find time

Come, ther-efore, and to Tbatfcs fend his body :

His funeral mall not be in our Camp,
Left it difcomfort us. Lucilius, come ;

And come, young Cato ; let us to the field.

Labeo, and Flavins, fet our battles" on.
3 Tis three o' clock > and, Romans, yet ere night

We lhall try fortune in a fecond fight. [ Exeunt*

SCENE VII.

Alarum* Enter Brutus, MetTala, Cato, Lucilius, and

Flavius.

Bru. Yet, Countrymen, oh yet, hold up your

heads.

Cato. What baflard doth not? who will go with

me?
I will proclaim my name about the field.

I am the Son of Marcus Cat:, ho !

A foe to tyrants, and my Country's friend,

I am the Son of Marcus Cato, ho !

Enter Soldiers andfight.

Bru. And lam Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I;

Brutus, my Country's friend know me for Brutus,

[Exit.

Luc. Oh young and noble Cato, art thou down ?

Why, now thou dieft as bravely as titimusi

And, mav'ft be honour'd, 4 being Cato
9
* Son.

Sold. Yield, or thou dieft.

* Luc. Only I yield to die.

*****************
There

4 &**mg CatoV /on.] i. e. worthy of hirn.

5 Luc. Only 1yield to die ;

There isfo much, that thcu w i.'t kill ir.e jlrahit;] This
,

". line i-: unintelligible; the rea.on of which is the loi's of the

pre-



Julius Cesar.

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight

;

Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death.

Sold. We mud not. A noble Prifoner 1

Enter Antony.

2 Sold. Room, ho ! tell Antony\ Brutus is ta*en.

i Sold. 1*11 tell the news, here comes the General

:

Brutus is ta'en, Brutus is ta'en, my Lord.

Ant. Where is he ?

Luc. Safe, Antony •, Brutus is fafe enough.

I dare aflure thee, that no enemy
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus :

The Gods defend him from fo great a fhame

!

When you do find him alive, or dead,

He will be found like Brutus , like himfelf.

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend, but I aflure you,

A prize no lefs in worth ; keep this man fafe,

Give him all kindnefs. I had rather have
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on,

And fee if Brutus be alive or dead 5

And bring us word unto Qftaviu? Tent,

How every thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt.

preceding. For by the cirumftances I collect, that the reply

of the foldier to the words, Only Iyield to die, is wanting ; which
circumftances may lead us too to the difcovery of what that reply

was; and reciprocally by that reply to the recovery of the

fenfe of this unintelligible line. I think then it appears probable,

that when Lucilius had (aid, Only I yield to die ; the foldier, by a

very natural curiofity, pertinently demanded, Whether there nvas

yet much rejljlance on the part of the enemy? To which Lucilius

who had a mind to die, as pertinently anfwer'd,

There is fo much, that thou nvilt kill meJlraight

;

i. e. fo much refinance (till on foot, that thou wilt choofe to rid

me out of the way, that thou may'it go, without the embarras

ofprifonersj to the affiltance of thy friends who ftill want it.

SCF.N E



Julius C^sar.

SCENE VIIL

Changes to another part of the Field.

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and

Volumnius.

Cli. Statilius thevt'd the torch-light, but, my Lord,

He came not back, he is or ta'en, or (lain.

Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus \ flaying is the word ;

It is a deed in fafliion. Hark thee, Clitus

[JVhifpering.

Clu What I, my Lord ? no, not for all the world,

Bru. Peace then, no words.

Clu Pll rather kill myfelf.

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius

!

Bar. I do fuch a deed ?

Cli. Oh, Dardanius I

Dar. Oh, Clitus!

Cli. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee ?

Dar. To kill him, Clitus: look, he meditates.

Cli. Now is that noble veflel full of grief,

That it runs over even at his eyes.

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius ; lift a word,

Vol. W hat fays my Lord ?

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius ;

The Ghoft of Csefar hath appeared to me
Two feveral times by night; at Sardis once ;

And, this laft night, here in Philippi
9
fields.

I know, my hour is come.

Vol. Not fo, my Lord.

Bru. Nay, I arrf fure it is, Volumnius.

Thou feeft: the world, Volumnius^ how it goes;

Our enemies have beat us to the pit : [Alarum.

It is more worthy to leap in our felves.

Than



Julius CjEsar.

Than tarry, 'till they pufh us. Good Volumnius,

Thou know'ft, that we two went to fchool together

Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee,

Hold thou my fword's hilt, while I run on it.

Vol. That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord.
[Alarum ftill.

Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord ; there is no tarrying here.

Bru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnius.

Strato, thou haft been all this while afleep;

Farewel to thee too, Strato. Countrymen,

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life,

I found no man, but he was true to me,

I mail have Glory by this lofingday,

More than Qftavius^ and Mark Antony

By this vile Conqueft mail attain unto.

So, fare you well at once ; for Brutus? tongue

Hath almoft ended his life's Hiftory.

Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reft,

That have but labour'd to attain this hour.

[Alarum. Cry within^ Fly, fly, fly,

Cli. Fly, my Lord, fly.'

Bru. Hence ; 1 will follow thee.

I pr'ythee, Sirato, ftay thou by thy Lord;
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpecT:;

Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in*t.

Hold then my fvvord, and turn away thy face,

While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strata ?

Stra. Give me your hand firft- "fare you well,

my Lord.

Bru. Farewel, good Strato-,— Cafar, now be ftill \

I kiird not thee with half fo good a will.

[He runs on his [word and dies.

SCENE



Julius Caesar.

S C E N E IX.

Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, Octavius, Mcfiala,

Lucilius, and the army.

Ofta. What Man is that ?

Mef. My Matter's Man. Strato, where is thy Matter?
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Mejfala ;

The Conqu'rors can but make a fire of him :

For Brutus only overcame himfelf;

And no man elfe hath honour by his death.

Luc. So Brutus fliould be found. I thank thee,

Brutus,

That thou haft prov'd Lucilius^ Saying true.

Ofta. All that ferv'd Brutus, I will entertain them.

Fellow, wilt thou beftow thy time with me ?

Stra. Ay, if Mejfala will prefer me to you.

Ofta. Do fo, good Mejfala.

Mef. How died my Lord, Strato ?

Stra. I held the fword, and he did run on it.

Mef. Oftavius, then take him to follow thee,

That did the lateft fervice to my Matter.

Ant. This was the nobleft Roman of them all.

All the Confpirators, fave only he,

Did That they did in envy of great C^far:

He, only, in a general honeft thought,

And common Good to ail, made one of them.

His life was gentle, and the elements

So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up,

And fay to all the world \
a This was a Man

!

Ofta. According to his virtue, let us ufe him \

With all refpecl, and rites of burial.

Within my Tent his bones to night fhall lye,

Mod like a Soldier, order'd honourably.

So call the field to Rett and let's away,

To part the Glories of this happy day.

[Exeunt omnes.

ANTONY
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Dramatis Perfona:.

Friends and Followers of An-
tony.

M.ANTONY
O&avius Caefar.

/Emilius Lepidus.

Sex. Pompeius.

Domitius Enobarbus/
Ventidius,

Canidius,

Eros,

Scarus,

Decretas,

Demetrius,

Philo.

Mecasnas,

Agrippa,

Dolabella,

Proculeius,

Thyreus.

Gallus,

Menas,
Menecrates,

Varrius.

Silius, an Officer in Ventidius'j Army.

Taurus, Lieutenant-General to Caefar.

Alexas,
J>

Mardian, Servants to Cleopatra.

Diomedes. J
A Soothfayer.

Clown,

Cleopatra, Queen of ^gypt.
Odtavia, Sifter to Caefar, and Wife to Antony.

2s
armian

' }
Ladies attendinZ Qn Cleopatra.

Ambajfadors from Antony to Casfar, Captains, Soldiers,

Meffengers, and other Attendants.

The SCENE is difpers'd in feveral Parts of the

Roman Empire.

ANTONY

Friends to Caefar*

Friends to Pompey.
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ACT I. SCENE I.

The Palace at Alexandria in -^Egypt.

Enter Demetrius and Philo.

P H I L O.

A Y, but this dotage of our General

O'er-flows the meafure ; thofe his

goodly eyes,

That o'er the files and mufters of the

war
" Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn,

" The office and devotion of their view
<c Upon a tawny front. His Captain's heart,

« Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft

Vql.VII, H "The



Antony mid Cleopatra.
" The buckles on his bread, 1 reneges all tempers
" And is become the bellows, and the fan,
c< To cool a Gypfy's lull. Look, where theycomef

FlQWijh. Enter Antony and Cleopatra, her Ladies

in the train, Eunuchs fanning her.

Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him
" 2 The triple pillar of the world transform'd
lc Into a Strumpet's Stool. Behold, and fee.

Cleo. If it be love, indeed, tell me, how much ?

Ant. There's beggary in the love that can be

reckon'd.

Cleo. I'll fet a 3 bourn how far to be belov'd.

Ant. Then muft thou needs find out new heav'n,

new earth.

Enter a Mejjenger.

Mejf. News, my good Lord, from Rome.

Ant. It grates me. Tell the fum.

Cleo. Nay, hear it, Antony.

Fulvia, perchance, is arigry , or who knows,

If the fcarce-bearded Ctffarkzvt not lent

His powertul Mandate to you, Do this, or this i

Take in that Kingdom, and infranchife that -

3

Perform't, or elfe we damn thee.—
Ant. How, my love?

Cleo. Perchance, (nay, and molt like,)

1 reneges] Renounces. Mr. Pope.

2 The triple pilar of the ivorld transform 'd

Into a Strumpet's fool.—] The metaphor is here miferably

mangled. We mould read,

Into a Strumpet's STOOL.
The pillar of the world, fays he, is transformed into a ftrumpet's

Stool. Alluding to the cultom of (trumpets fitting in the lap of

their lovers. So Ajax in Troilus and Crejffida, calls Therfites,

'Thou stool for a witch. Shakefpear too, in the ufe of pillar

and Jlooly had regard perhaps to the etymology of the latter

word, which comes from Sti/a©-, columna.

x bourn'] Bound or limit. Mr. Pope.

You



Antony and Cleopatra.
You muft not flay here longer, your difmifllon

Is come from Cafar \ therefore hear it, Antony.

Where's Fulvia's Procefs? Cafar* I'd fay, both ?

Call in the MefTengers ; as I'm JEgypt\ Qjeen,
Thou blufheft, Antony and that blood of thine

Is Cafar* s homager : elfe, fo thy cheeks pay fhame,

When fhrill-tongu'd Fulvia fcolds. The MefTengers—

•

Ant. u Let Rome in Tyber melt, 4 and the wide arch
" Of the rais'd Empire fall ! here is my fpace

;

Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike

Feeds bead as man ; the noblenefs of life

Is to do thus ; when fuch a mutual Pair, [Embracing.

And fuch a twain can do't ; in which, I bind

(On pain of punifhment) the world 5 to weet,

We ftand up peerlefs.

Cleo. Excellent falfhood

!

Why did he marry Fuhia, and not love her?

I'll feem the fool, I am not. Antony

Will be himlelf.

Ant. But (tirr'd by Cleopatra.

Now for the love of love, and his foft hours,

Let's not confound the time with conference harm 5

There's not a minute of our lives mould ftretch
4 Without fome pleafure new : what fport to night ?

Cleo. Hear the AmbafTadors.

Ant. " Fie, wrangling Queen !

4t Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh,
M To weep : whofe every pafTion fully ftrives

*' To make it felf in thee fair and admired.

No MeiTenger, but thine ;—and all alone,

4— and the wide arcb~\ Taken from the Roman cuftom of

railing triumphal arches to perpetuate their victories. Extreme)/
noble.

5 to west,] To know. Mr. Pope.

6 Without fome pleafure now:—— ] We fhould nad new:
A fentiment much in character of the luxurious and dcbajchtd

Antony. It is the antUhefis to conference karfb.

H 2 To



ioo Antony and Cleopatra.
To night we'll wander through the ftreets, and note

The qualities of People. Come, my Queen,

Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us.

[Exeunt, with their Train.

Dem. Is Cafar with Antonius priz'd fo flight ?

Phil. Sir, fometimes, when he is not Antony,

He comes too fhort of that great property

Which ftill fliould go with Antony.

Dem. I'mforry,

That he approves the common liar, Fame,

Who fpeaks him thus at Rome \ but I will hope

Of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy

!

[Exeunt.SCENE II.

Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a
Sooth-fayer.

Char. Alexas, fweet Alexas, mod any thing Alexas,

almofl mod abfolute Alexas, where's the Sooth-fayer

that you prais'd fo to th' Queen ? 7 Oh ! that I knew
this husband, which you fay, muft charge his horns

with garlands.

Alex. Soothlayer,

Sooth. Your will ?

Char. Is this the man ? Is't you, Sir, that know
things?

Sooth. In Nature's infinite Book of Secrecy,

A little I can read.

Alex. Shew him your hand.

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly : wine enough,

Cleopatra's health to drink.

Char. Good Sir, give me good fortune.

Sooth. I make not, but forefee.

7 Oh f that I knenv this husband, 'whichyou fay, viujl change
his horns avith garlands. ] This is corrupt ; the true reading evi-

dently is, mujl charge his horns withgarlands, i. e. make him
a rich and honourable cuckold, having his horns hung about with
garlands.

Char.



Antony and Cleopatra. ioi

Char. Pray then, forefee me one.

Sooth. You fliall be yet far fairer than you are.

Char. He means, in flefh.

Iras. No, you (hall paint when you are old.

Char. Wrinkles forbid!

/Ilex. Vex not his prefcience, be attentive.

Char. Hum

!

Sooth. You mail be more beloving, than beloved.

Char. I had rather heat my liver with drinking.

Alex. Nay, hear him.

Char. Good now, fome excellent fortune ! let me
be married to three Kings in a forenoon, and widow
them all ; let me have a child at fifty, to whom He-
rod of Jewry may do homage ! find me, to marry me
with Ottavius Cafar, and companion me with my
miftrefs.

Sooth. You mall out-live the Lady whom youferve.^
8
Char. Qh, excellent! I love long life better than figs.

Sooth. You have feen, and proved, a fairer former

fortune, than that which is to approach.

Char. 9 Then, belike, my children mall have no

names

;

8 Char. Oh, excellent f I lave long life better than figs.] Here
Shake/pear has copied ancient manners with as much beauty as

propriety : This being one of thofe ominous fpeeches, in which

the ancients were fo fuperltitious : For the afpicks, by which
Charmian died, and after her miftrefs, were conveyed in a basket

of figs. Omens (a fuperftition which Pythagoras firft taught the

Greeks) were the undefigned confequence of words cafually fpoken.

The words were fometimes taken from the fpeaker, and applied

by the hearers to the fpeaker's own affairs, as in the cafe of Paulus

jEmilius, after his conqueft of Macedon. Sometimes again the

words of the fpeaker were transferred to the affairs of the hearer,

as in the cafe of the fame Paulus before his conqueft of Macedon.

Itaque rebus di<vinis qu<e publice fierent, ut fa<verent Unguis

,

imperabatur. Cicero de Divin. 1. I.

9 Then, belike, my childrenJhall have no names.] /. e. be of no

note, a Greek mode of expreftion ; in which language, ftuvvyLot

fignifies both double-named and famous, becaufe anciently famous

men had an agnomen taken from their exploits.

H 3 Pry 'thee,



102 Antony and Cleopatra.
Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches mud I

have ?

Sooth.
1 If every of your wifhes had a womb,

And fcrtil every wifh, a million.

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch.

Alex. You think, none but your meets are privy to

your wifhes.

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers.

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes.

Eno. Mine, and mod of our fortunes to night, (hall

be to go drunk to bed.

Iras. There's a palm prefages chadity, if nothing

elfe.

Char. Ev'n as the o'erflowing Nilus prefageth fa-

mine.

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot foothfay.

Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prog-

noftication, I cannot fcratch mine ear. Pr'ythee, tell

her but a workyday fortune.

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike.

Iras. But how, but how?- give me particulars.

Sooth. I have faid.

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than /he ?

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune bet-

ter than I, where would you chufe it ?

Iras. Not in my Husband's nofe.

Char. Our worfer thoughts heav'ns mend I Ale-

xas±' Come, his fortune ; his fortune. O, let

him marry a "Woman that cannot go, fweet J/isy I be-

feech thee; and let her die too, and give him a vvorfe ;

and let worfe follow word, 'till the word of ail fol-

l If every ofyour ivijbes had a ivomb.

And foretold every *®ijh% a million.'] This nonfenfe ihould

'be reformed the?,

Jf ev'rv of your vcifies had * "juomb,

Jxd fcrtil evry ivrjb, <

low



Antony and Cleopatra.
Jow him laughing to his Grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold !

good //is, hear me this prayer, though thou deny me
a matter of more weight \ good Jfa I befeech thee !

Iras. Amen, dear Goddefs, hear that prayer of the

people ! for, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a hand-

fome man loofe-wiv'd, fo it is a deadly forrow to be-

hold a foul knave uncuckolded ; therefore, dear I/is,

keep decorum, and fortune him accordingly.

Char. Amen I

Alex, Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make me
a cuckold, they would make themfelves whores, but

they'd do't.SCENE III.

Enter Cleopatra.

Eno. Hufh ! here comes Antony.

Char. Not he, the Queen.

Cleo. Saw you my Lord ?

Eno. No, Lady.

Cleo. Was he not here ?

Char. No, Madam.
Cleo. He was difpos'd to mirth, but on the fudderi

A Roman thought hath ftruck him. h.njharbus,

Eno. Madam.
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither \ where 9

.-

Alexas ?

Alex. Here at your fervice-, my Lord approaches.

Enter Antony with a Mejfenger, and Attendants.

Cleo. We will not look upon him \ go with us.

[Exeunt.

Mef. Fulvia thy Wife firft came into the held.

Ant. Againft my brother Lucius?

Mef. Ay, but foon that war had end, and the time's

ftate

Made friends of them, jointing their force *gainft

C&far

:

H 4 Whofc



104 Antony and Cleopatra
Whofe better ifliie in the war from Italy

9

Upon the firft encounter, dnave them.

Ant. Well, what word?
Mef The nature of bad news infedte the teller.

Ant. " When it concerns the fool or coward ; on.—

•

Things, that are pad, are done, with me. 'Tis thus*

Who tells me true, though in the tale lye death,

I hear, as if he flatter'd.

Mef Labienus (this is ftiff news)

Hath, with his Parthian force,
2 extended Afia ;

From Euphrates his conquering banner friook,

From Syria to Lydia, and Ionia j

Whilft

Jnt. Antony, thou wouldft fay—
Mef. Oh, my Lord

!

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the gen'ral

tongue ;

Name Cleopatra as fhe's call'd in Rome.

Rail thou in Fulvia\ phrafe, and taunt my faults

With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice

Have power to utter. Oh, then we bring forth weeds,
1 When our quick minds lye flill ; and our ill, told uss

Is as our earing ; fare thee well a while.

Mef. At your noble pleafure.

Ant. From Sicyon, how the news ? fpeak there.

Mef The Man from Sicyon, is there fuch an one ?

[Exit firft Meffenger.

Attend. He ftays upon your will.

2 extended Afia ;] /. e. widened or extended the bounds

of the lefler dfia

.

3 When our quick winds lye ft ill',' ] We lhould read

minds. The m was accidentally turn'd the wrong way at the

prefs. The fen fe is this, While the ailive principle within us

ties immerged inJloth and luxury, <vje I/ring forth vices ir.jlcad of
n:irtues> weeds infteadof flowers andfruits: But the laying before

us our ill condition plainly and honeftly is, at it were, the firft

fulture of the mind) which gives hopes of a future harveft. This
he fays to encourage the mefltnger to hide nothing from him.

Am,



Antony W Cleopatra, i

Ant. Let him appear

;

Thefe ftrong /Egyptian fetters I mull break,

Or lofe myfelf in dotage. What are you?

Enter another MeJJenger, with a Letter.

2 Mef. Fulvia thy wife is dead.

Ant. Where died fhe ?

2 Mef. In Sicycn.

Her length of ficknefs, with what elfe more ferious

Importeth thee to know, this bears.

Ant. Forbear me. . \_Exiifecond Mejfenger.

There's a great fpiritgone! thus did i defire it.

WT
hat our contempts do often hurl from us,

We wifh it ours again j
4 the prefent pleafure,

By revolution lowring, does become
The oppofite of itfelf ; fhe's good, being gone ;

The hand could pluck her back, that fhov'd her on.

I muft from this enchanting Queen break off.

Ten thoufand harms, more than the ills I know,

My idlenefs doth hatch. How now, Enobarbus ?

Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. What's your pleafure, Sir ?

Ant. I muft with hafte from hence.

Eno. Why, then we kill all our women- We fee,

how mortal an unkindnefs is to them -

3 if they fuffer

our departure, death's the word.
Ant. I muft be gone.

Eno. Under a compelling occafion, let women die.

Tt were pity to caft them away for nothing j though

between them and a great caufe, they fliould be efteem'd

nothing. Cleopatra, catching but the leaft noife of this,

4 t&e prefent pleafure,

By revolution leu rirg, does become
The oppofite of itfelf\ ] The allufion is to the fun's

diurnal courfe ; which riling in the eaf, and by revolution lowering,

or fecting in the weft, becomes the oppofite of itfetf.

dies



1 06 Antony and Cleopatra.
dies inftamly \ I have feen her die twenty times upon

far poorer moment : I do think, there is mettle in

death, which commits fome loving act upon her ; fhe

hath fuch a celerity in dying.

Ant. She is cunning pa ft man's thought.

Eno. Alack, Sir, no \ her paffions are made of no-

thing but the nneft part of pure Jove. We cannot

call her winds and waters, fighs and tears : they are

greater ftormsand tern pells than almanacks can report.

This cannot be cunning in her : if it be, fhe makes a

fhow'r of rain as well as Jove.

Ant. 'Would I had never feen her !

Eno. On, Sir, you had tnen left unfeen a wonderful

piece of work, which, not to have been bleft withal,

would have difcredited your travel.

An: Fuhia is dead.

Eno. Sir

!

Ant. Fuhia is dead.

Ek>. Fbhiai
Ant. Dead.

Eno. Why, Sir, give the Gods a thankful facrifice:

when i: pkafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man
from him, it (hews to man the tailor of the earth ;

comforting him therein, that when old robes are worn

our, there are members to make new. If there were

no more women but Fuhia, then had you indeed a

cut, and the cafe wore to be lamented : this grief is

crowned with conization •, ycur old fmock brings

forth a new petticoat, and, indeed, the tears live in

an onion that fhould water this forrow.

Ant. The buiinefs, fhe hath broached in the (late,

Cannot endure my abfence.

Eno. And the buiinefs, you have broach'd here,

cannot be without you ; efpecially that of ClcGpatra
%

sy

which wholly depends on your aboad.

Ant. No more light anfwers : let our officers

Have notice what we purpofe. I lhall break

The
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* The caufe of our expedience to the Queen,

And get her leave to part. For not alone

The death of Fulvia^ with more urgent touches,

Do ftrongly fpeak t'us* but the letters too

Of many our contriving friends in Rome
Petition us at home. Sextus Pcmpeius

Hath giv'n the dare to Cafar> and commands
The Empire of the Sea. Our flipp'ry people,

(Whofe love is never link'd to the deferver,

'Till his deferts are pad,) begin to throw

Pompey the Great and all his Dignities

Upon his fon ; who high in name and pow'r,

Higher than both in blood and life, ftands up

For the main Soldier; whofe quality going on,

The fides o' th* world may danger. Much is breeding ;

Which, like
6
the courfer's hair, hath yet but life,

And not a ferpent's poifon. Say, our pleafure,

To fuch whofe place is under us, requires

Our quick remove from hence.

Eno. I'll do't. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras.

Cleo. Where is he ?

Char. 1 did not fee him fince.

Cleo. See, where he is, who's with him, what he

does."

I did not fend you:—If you find him fad,

Say, I am dancing : if in mirth, report,

That I am fudden Gck. Quick, and return.

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly,

5 The caufe ofour expedience— ]
Expedience, for expedition.

6 the ccurfcr's'hair, &c] Alludes to an old idle notion

that the hair of a horfe, dropt into corrupted water, will turn to

an animal. Mr.- Pops.

You
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You do not hold the method to enforce

The like from him.

Cleo. What mould I do, I do not ?

Char. In each thing give him way, crols him in

nothing.

Cleo. Thou teacheft, like a fool : the way to lofe him.

Char. Tempt him not fo, too far. I wifh, forbear

In time we hate That, which we often fear.

Enter Antony.

But here comes Antony.

Cleo. I'm fick, and fullen.

Ant. 1 am forry to give breathing to my purpofe.

dec. Help me away, dear Cbarmian, I mail fall

;

It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature

[Seeming to faint.

Will not fuftain it.

Ant. Now, my dearefr. Queen,-

Cleo. Pray you, ftand farther from me.
Ant. What's the matter ?

Cleo. I know, by that fame eye, there's fome good
news.

What fays the marry'd woman ? you may go

;

5Would, fhe had never given you leave to come!
Let her not fay, 'tis I that keep you here,

I have no pow'r upon you : hers you are.

Ant. The Gods belt know,
Cleo. O, never was there Queen

So mightily betray'd ; yet at the firft

I faw the treaibns planted.

Ant. Cleopatra^

Cleo. Why mould I think, you can be mine, zni
true,

Though you with fwearing make the throned Gods,
Who have been falfe to Fulvia ? riotous madnefs
To be entangled with thefe mouth-made vows,
Which break themfelves in fwearing!

Ant.
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Ant. Moft fweet Queen,

Cleo. Nay, pray you, feek no colour for your going,

But bid farewel, and go : when you fued flaying,

Then was the time for words ; no going, then -

9
—

Eternity was in our lips and eyes,

Blifs in our Brows' bent, none our parts fo poor,

But was 7 a race of heav'n. They are fo (till,

Or thou, the greateft foldier of the world,

Art turn'd the greateft liar.

Ant. How, now, lady ?

Cleo. I would I had thy inches, thou fhould'ft know,

There were a heart in AZgypt.

Ant. Hear me, Queen

;

The ftrong neceffity of time commands
Our fervices a-while \ but my full heart

Remains in Ufe with you. Our Italy

Shines o'er with civil fwords ; Sextus Pompeius

Makes his approaches to the port of Rome.

Equality of two domeftick Pow'rs

Breeds fcrupulous faction •, the hated, grown to ftrength.

Are newly grown to love : the condemn'd Pompeyy

Rich in his father's Honour, creeps apace

Into the hearts of fuch as have not thriv'n

Upon the prefent (late, whofe numbers threaten ;

And quietnefs, grown fick of reft, would purge

By any defperate change. My more particular,

And that which moft with you fhould (a) falve my
going,

Is Fulvia's death.

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me
freedom,

It does from childifhnefs. Can Fulvia die ?

Ant. She's dead, my Queen.

7 a race of heav'n.— ] i. e. had a fmack or flavour of

heaven.

[ (a) fafae, Mr, Theobald.——Vulg. f**ve ]

Look
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Look here, and at thy fovereign leifure read

The garboyls me awak'd •, at the laft, beft.

See, when, and where fhe died.

Cleo. O moft falie love !

Where be the facred vials thou mould'fl: fill

With forrowful water ? now I fee, I fee,

In Fulvza's death, how mine fhall be receiv'd.

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know
The purpofes I bear ; which are, or ceafe,

As you mall give th' advices. By the fire,

That quickens Nilus* flime, I go from hence

Thy foldier, fervant, making peace or war,

As thou afFe&'ft.

Cleo. Cut my lace, Cbarmian, come ;

But let it be,
8 I'm quickly ill, and well

:

So, Antony loves.

Ant. My precious Queen, forbear,

And give true evidence to his love, which (lands

An honourable trial.

Cleo. So Fulvia told me.

I pry' thee, turn afide, and weep for her;

Then bid adieu to me and fay, the tears

Belong to JEgypt. Good now, play one Scenq

Of excellent dilfembling, and let it look

Like perfect honour.

Ant. You'll heat my blood ; no more.

Cleo. You can do better yet ; but this is meetly.

Ant. Now by my fword

Cleo. And target—Still he mends

:

But this is not the bed. Look, pry'thee, Charmian
9

How this Herculean Roman does become

8 —— I'm quickly ill, and <well,———

.

So, Antony loves.] It mould be pointed thus,

Fm quickly ill and well

;

So Antony loves.

So, i. e. thus fantaftically and capricioufly. But the common
pointing makes her fay the quite contrary.
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The carriage of his chafe.

Ant. I'll leave you, lady.

Cleo. Courteous lord, one word ;

Sir, you and I muft part ; (but that's not itj

Sir, you and I have lov'd (but there's not it

;

That you know well fomething it is, I would :

' Oh, my oblivion is a very Antony

\

And I am all forgotten.

Ant. 1 But that your royalty

Holds Idlenefs your fubjeci:, 1 mould take you
For Idlenefs itfelf.

Cleo. 'Tis fweating labour

To bear fuch Idlenefs fo near the heart,

As Cleopatra^ this. But, Sir, forgive me ;

Since my becomings kill me, when they do not

Eye well to you. Your honour calls you hence,

Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly,

And all the Gods go with you ! On your fword
Sit laurell'd victory, and Imooth fuccefs

Be ftrew'd before your feet!

Ant. Let us go : come,
Our feparation lb abides and flies,

That thou, refiding here, goeft yet wish me,

9 Oh, my oblivion is a <very Antony,
And I am all forgotten.'] The plain meaning is, My forget-

fulnefs makes me forget my felf. But fhe expreffes it by calling

forgetfulnefs, Antony ; becaufe forgetfulnefs had forgot her, as

Antony had done. For want of apprehending this quaintnefs of

expreflion, the Oxford Editor is forced to tell us news, That all

forgotten is an old way of fpeaking, for apt to forget every

thing.

I But that your royalty

Holds Idlenefs your fubjeft, 1 fhould take you

For Idlenefs itfelf.] i. e. But that your charms hold me, *u:h$

em the greater! fool on earth in chains, I fhould have adjudged

you to he the greateft. That this is the fenfe, is fhewn by her

anfwer,

""Tis fweating labour

To hearfuch Idlenefs fo near the heart,

As Cleopatra,

And
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And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee.

Away. [Exeunt.

SCENE V.

Changes to Caefar'* Palace in Rome.

Enter O&avius Cxfar reading a letter^ Lepidus, and
attendants.

C<ef. \J OU may fee, Lepidus, and henceforth know,
2 It is not Gefar's natural vice to hate

One great competitor. F*om Alexandria

This is the news \ he fifties, drinks, and waftes

The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manly
Than Cleopatra ; nor the Queen of Ptolemy

More womanly than he. Hardly gave audience,

Or did vouchfafe to think that he had partners.

You jfhall there find a man, who is the abftracl:

Of all faults all men follow.

Lep. I muft not think,

They're evils enough to darken all his goodnefsj

His faults in him feem as the fpots of heav'n,

More fiery by night's blacknefs: hereditary,

Rather than purchaft ; what he cannot change,

Than what he chuies.

C<ef. You're too indulgent. Let us grant, it is not

Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy,

To give a kingdom for a mirth, to fit

And keep the turn of tipling with a flave,

To reel the ftreets at noon ; and (land the buffet

With knaves that fmell of fweatj fay, this becomes
him

;

(As his compofure muft be rare, indeed,

Whom thefe things cannot blemifh ;) yet muft Antony

No way excufe his foils, when we do bear

So great weight in his lightnefs. If he filPd

His
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His vacancy with his voluptuoufnete ;

FuJI forfeits, and the drinefs of his bones,

Call on him for't. But to confound fuch time,

That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks as loud

As his own ftate, and ours ; 'tis to be chid,

As we rate boys, who, {a) immature in knowledge, N

Pawn their experience to their prefent plcafure,

And fo rebel to judgment.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Lep. Here's more news.

Mef. Thy biddings have been done $ and every hour,

Mod noble Ca?far, malt thou have report

How 'tis abroad. Pompey is ftrong at Sea,

And, it appears, he is belov'd of thofc

That only have fear'd Qsfar : to the ports

The Dilcontents repair, and mens 9

reports

Give him much wrong'd.

Ca?f. I mould have known no lefs 5

* It hath been taught us from the primal State,

That he, which is, was wifrVd, until he were

:

And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd till ne'er worth love,

2 It hath been taught us from the primal State,

'That he, which is, was wijfrd, until he were

:

And the ebtid man, ne^er lonfd till ne'er worth love.

Comes fear'd, by being lack'd.']

Let us examine the fenfe of this in plain profe. The ear/iejt

hijlories inform us, that the man in fupreme command was always
wijb''d to gain that command, till he had obtained it. And he,

whom the multitude has contentedlyfeen in a low condition, when
he begins to be wanted by them, becomes to be fear'd by them. But
do the multitude fear a man, becaufe they want him ? Certainly,

we mull read :

Comes dearM, by being Uck%

d.

i. e. endear'd, a fatourite to them. Befide?, the context re-

quires this reading ; for it was not fear, but love, that made
the people flock to young Pompey, and what occaiion'd this re-

flexion. So in Coriolanus,

IJhall be lov'd, when Iam lack'd.

[ (a) immature in knowledge. Oxford Editor.— Vulg. being

nature in knowledge^

Vol. VII. I Comes
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Comes dear'd, by being lack'd. This common body,
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream,

Goes to, and back, lacquying the varying tide,

To rot itfelf with motion.

Mef. C<efar, I bring thee word,

Menecrates and Menas^ famous pirates,

Make the fea ferve them ; which they ear and wound
With keels of every kind. Many hot inrodes

They make in Italy^ the borders maritime

Lack blood to think on't, and flufh youth revolt

:

No vefTcl can peep forth, but 'tis as foon

Taken as feen : for Pompeyh name ftrikes more,

Than could his war refilled.

Caf. Antony ,

Leave thy lafcivious wafTails When thou once

Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew'ft

Hirtius and Panfa Confuls, at thy heel

Did famine follow, whom thou fought'ft againft

(Though daintily brought up) with patience more
Than Savages could fuffer. Thou didft drink

The (tale of horfes, and the gilded puddle

Which beafts would cough at. Thy Palate then did

deign

The rougheft berry on the rudeft hedge

:

Yea, like the flag, when fnow the paiture flieets,

The barks of trees thou browled'ft. On the Alps^

It is reported, thou didft eat ftrange flefh,

Which fome did die to look on ; and all this,

(It wounds thine honour, that I fpeak it now)
Was bore fo like a foldier, that thy cheek

So much as lank'd not.

Lep.
5

Tis pity of him.

Caf. Let his fhames quickly

Drive him. to Rome\ time is it, that we twain

Did fhew ourfelves i'th' field ; and to that end
AfTemble we immediate council \ Pcmpey
Thrives in our idlenefs.

iff-
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Lep. To morrow, Ce/kr.

I fhall be furnifh'd to inform you rlghriy,

Both what by fea and Jand I can be able,

To front this prefent time.

C<ef. 'Till which encounter,

It is my bufinefs coo. Farewel.

Lep. Farewel, my lord :

What you fhall know mean time of ftirs abroad,

1 fhall befeech you, let me be partaker.

Caf. Doubt it not, Sir ; I knew it for my bond.
Farewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, c/^Mardian.

Cleo. Hartnian,—*
Char. Madam?

Cleo. Ha, ha give me to drink Mandragoras.

Char. Why, Madam ?

Cleo. That I might fleepout this great gap of time*,

My Antony is away.

Char. You think of him too much.
Cleo. O, 'tis treafon,

Char. Madam, I truft not fo.

Cleo. Thou, eunuch, Mardian^ •

Mar. What's your Highnefs' pleafure ?

Cleo. Not now to hear theefing. I take no pleafure

In aught an eunuch has ; 'tis well for thee,

That, being unfeminar'd, thy freer thoughts

May not fly forth of JRvypt. Haft thou afte&ions ?

Mar. Yes, gracious Madam.
Cleo. Indeed ?

Mar. Not in deed, Madam ; for I can do nothing

But what indeed is honeft to be done

:

Yst have I fierce affe&ions, and think,

I z Wha|
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What Venus did with Mars.

Geo. Oh Charmian!

Where think' ft thou he is now ? ftands he, or fits he ?

Or does he walk ? or is he on his horfe ?

Oh happy horfe, to bear the weight of Antony!

Do bravely, horfe ; for, wot'ft thou, whom thou

mov'ft ?

The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm

And burgonet of man. " He's fpeaking now,
" Or murmuring, where's my ferpent of old Nile?—
" (For fo he calls me;) Now I feed myfelf
cc With moft delicious poifon. Think on me,
* c That am with Phoebus* amorous pinches black,
<c And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted Ca^far^

When thou waft here above the ground, I was

A morfel for a monarch *, and great Pcmpey

Would (land and make his eyes grow in my brow;
There would he anchor his alpect, and die

With looking on his life.

Enter Alexas.

Alex. Sovereign of Attgypt^ hail

!

Geo. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony?

Yet coming from him, that great med'cine hath

With his tincl gilded thee.

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ?

Alex. Laft thing he did, dear Queen,
He kid, the laft of many doubled kiffes,

This orient pearl.— His fpeech flicks in my heart.

Geo. Mine ear muft pluck it thence.

Alex. Good friend, quoth he.

Say, the firm Roman to great ALgypt fends

This treafure of an oyfter ; at whole foot,

To mend the petty prefenr, J I will pace

Her
J— / nuill FIECE
Her opulent throng <with kingdoms-—] This exprefiioa of

fit.cing her tbrort, is indeed tolerable ; but barely io. No
bungling
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Her opulent throne with kingdoms. All the eaft,

Say thou, fliall call her miftreis. So, he nodded

;

4 And foberly did mount an arm-gaunt deed,

5 Who neigh'd fo high, that what 1 would have fpoke,

Was beaftly done by him.

bungling carpenter could have exprefled his labour worfe. I
lulpeCt that ifhakefpear wrote,

/ will PACE
Her opulent throne with kingdoms,

i. e. I will erect an imperial throne for her, and every ftep up to

it (hall be a kingdom. The exprefiion is noble, and the idea vaitly

magnificent.

4 And foberly did mount an arm-gaunt Jleed,] i. e. his fteed

worn lean and thin by much fervice in war. So Fare/ax,
His flail-worn feed the champion flout bejirode.

5 Who neigh'dfo loud, that what I would have fpoke,

Was beaftly dumb by dim.'] Mr. Theobald reads dumPd,
put to filence. Alexas means (fays he) the horfe made fuch «
neighing that if he had fpoke he could not have been heard. A
very pretty fpeech, and agreeable to the politenefs of one of

Cleopatra's, courtiers. Shakefpear wrote,

Who neigh
1dfo loud, that what Jwould havefpoke

Was beaftly done by him,
i. e. the fenfe of what I would have fpoke the horfe declared, tho'

in inarticulate founds. The cafe was this, Alexas came to take

leave of Antony , who recommended a mefTage to him to his miltref •

Alexas then had no more to do but make his compliments : But in

that inftant Antony mounted his war-horfe, long accuftomed to

bear him, who no fooner felt his mailer's weight, but, as is ufual

for horfes of fervice, neighed in a very fprightly manner. This

circumflance, (fuch a one as poets and romancers when they

fpeak of their heros' adventures, never fail to improve) Alexas is

made to turn to a compliment on Antony, which could not but

pleafe Cleopatra. 1 was going, f<tys he, to pay my fareweI com*
pliments to Antony, to predicl bis future fucceffes, and to falutt

him with the ufual appellations of viclory, when the horfe got th*

ftart of me-9 and by his neighing fa high and fprightly, fhewed
him to be fenfible that he had a hero on his back whom he was
bearing to conqueft. But we are not to fuppofe that Alexas after

this did not make his fpeech, but lee the hero's horfe doit for him.

This was only a fmall interruption to his compliments, which, aa

a flattering circumflance, he mentions to pleaie his miftrefs. The
error of dumb for done, feems to have been occafioned by the

editor's miftaking the word high for loud, whereas it here fignifles

fprightly.

I 3 Cko.
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Geo. What, was he lad or merry ?

Alex. Like to the time o'th' year, between th'

extreams

Of hot and cold, he was nor fad, nor merry,

Geo. Oh well-divided difpofkion!

Note him, good Cbarmian, 'tis the man; but note

him

;

He was not fad, for he would mine on thofe

That make their looks by his : He was not merry,

Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay

In jEgypt with his joy but between both.

Oh heav'nly mingle! be'ft thou fad, or merry,

The violence of either thee becomes,

So does it no man elfe. Met'ft thou my pofts r
4

Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty feveral meiTengers,

Why do you fend fo thick ?

Geo. Who's born that day,

When I forget to fend to Antony,

Shall die a beggar. Ink and paper, Charmian.

Welcome, my good Akxas. Did I, Gbarmian9

Ever love C-e/ar fo ?

Char. Oil, that brave C<efar\

Geo. Be caoik'd with iuch another emphafis !

Say, the brave Antony.

Geo. The valiant Ccr/ar.

Geo. By IJts, I will give thee bloody teeth,

if thou with Qefar paragon again

My man of men.

Gear. By your mod gracious pardon,

I fing but after you.

Geo. 6 My faliad days 5

Whea
6 My faliad days :

When Im as green in judgment, cold in bkod!
c
lo fay, as J/aid then,—J This puzzles the late editor Mr.

*?hsabald. He fay?, Cleopatra way /peak very naturally here <witk

ihierv.pt cf her judgment at that period: Bui how truly with re-

*ard to the coidne/s of her bkod may admit fame quejlion : And then

employs hii learning to prove, that at this cold feafon of her blood

foe
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When I was green in judgment.—Cold in blood t

To fay, as I laid then,—But come away,

Get me ink and paper ;

He (hall have every day feveral greetings, or I'll

unpeople dzgypt. [Exeunt.

ACT II. SCENE I.

S I C I L T.

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, ar.d Menas,

P O M P E Y.

IF the great Gods be juft, they mail afiift

The deeds of juftell men.

Mem. Know, worthy Pompey,

That what they do delay, they not deny.

Pomp. 1 While we are fuitors to their Throne, delay**

The thing we fue for.

Men.

ihe had feen twenty gocd yeirs. But yet he thinks his author

may be juttified, becaufe Plutarch calls Cleopatra at thofe years,

Kcp;', which by ill luck proves juft the contrary ; for that ftate

which the Greeks defigned by K:pr, was the very height of blood.

But Shake/pear $ beft juftification is reftoring his own ienfe, which
is done merely by a different pointing.

My fallad days \

IVhen I ivas green in judgment. Cold in hhod!
To fay as IJaid then.

Cold in blood, is an upbraiding expoftulation to her maid. Thof*,

lays fhe, 'were my fallad days, when I <was green in judgment ;

hut your blood is as cold as my judgment, ifyou hane the Jkmt
opinion of things now as I had then.

I While ice are fuitors to their Throne, decays
The thing we fuefor.] This nonfenfe mould be read thus,

While we are fuitors to their Throne, D E L A Y "s

The thing we fuefor t

I 4 te;ntcrattf
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Men. We, ignorant of our felves,

Beg often our own harms, which the wife powers

Deny us for our good ; fo find we profit

By lofing of our prayers.

Pom. I fhall do well

:

The people love me, and the fea is mine

;

My powVs (a) a crefcent, and my auguring hope

Says, it will come to th' full. Mark Antony

In AEgypt fits at dinner, and will make
No wars without doors. Cafar gets mony, where

He lofes hearts ; Lepidus Matters Both,

Of Both is flatter'd j but he Neither loves,

Nor Either cares for him.

Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the field,

A mighty ftrength they carry.

Pom. Where have you this? 'tis falfe*

Mene. From Sifains, Sir*

Pom. He dreams 5 I know, they are in Rome to*

gether,

Looking for Antony : but all the charms of love,

Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wan lip !

Let witchcraft join with beauty luft: with both ?

Tie up the libertine in a field of feafts,

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks,

Sharpen with cloylefs fauce his appetite

That fleep and feeding may prorogue his honour,

Even 'till a Leths'd dulnefs -

jAenecrates had faid, Tie Gods do not deny that which they delay.

The other turns his words to a different meaning, and replies,

Delay is the very thing ive beg of them. i. e. the delay of our

enemies in making preparation againft us; which he explains

afterwards, by faying Mark Antony was tied up by luft in &%ypti
C*far> by avarice at Rome ; and Lepidus employed in keeping

v*teH wi h bo;h.

[ [a) a ct 'fcer.ti Mr. Tb'obald.—Vulg. art crefcent.]

Enter
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Enter Varrius.

How now, Varrius ?

Far. This is moft certain, that I fhall deliver;

Mark Antony is every hour in Rome
Expcfted. Since he went from ASgypt, *tis

A Ipace for farther travel.

Pom. I could have given lefs matter

A better ear. Menas9 I did not think,

This am'rous furfciter would have donn'd his helm

For fuch a petty war , his foldierfhip

Is twice the other twain ; but let us rear

The higher our opinion, that our ftirring

Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck

The ne'er-luft-wearied Antony.

Men. I cannot hope,

Cefar and Antony mall well greet together.

His wife, who's dead, did trefpafles to Cafar%
His brother warr'd upon him, although I think,

Not mov'd by Antony.

Pom. I know not, Menas,
How lefler enmities may give way to greater.

Were't not that weftand up againft them all,

'Twere pregnant, they mould fquare between them-

felves 5

For they have entertained caufe enough
To draw their fwords ; but how the fear of us

May cement their divifions, and bind up
The petty difference, we yet not know.
Be't, as our Gods will hav't! it only ftands

Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongeft hands.

Come, Mews* [Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE It

Changes to Rome.

Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus.

Lep.r^ OOD Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed,

VJ And (hall become you well, t'entreat your
Captain

To foft and gentle fpeech.

Eno. I mall entreat him

To anfwer, like himielf \ if Cafar move him,

Let Antony look over Ge/dr's head,

And fpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter ,

* Were I the wearer of Antonio's beard,

I would not fhav't to day.

Lep. 'Tis not a time for private ftomaching.

Eno. Every time

Serves for the matter that is then born in*t.

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft give way.
Eno. Not, if the fmall come firft.

Lep. Your fpeech is paffion

;

But, pray you, ftir no embers up. Here comes
The noble Antony.

Enter Antony and Ventidius,

Eno, And yonder, Co:far.

iter Casfar, Mecaenas, and Agrippa.

Ant. If we compofe well here, to Parthian

Hark, Ventidius.

Caf. I do not know ; Mecamas^ ask Agrippa.

Lep. Noble friends,

2 Were 1 the wtarer of Antonio'j beard,

I -vould not Jbav t t:- day ] Allying to the phrafe, I will

That
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That which combin'd us was molt great, and Jet not

A leaner action rend us. What's amifs,

May it be gently heard. When we debate

Our trivial difference loud, we do commit
Murther in healing wounds. Then, noble partners,

(The rather, for I earneftly befeech, j

Touch you the fowreft points with fweeteft terms,

Nor curftnefs grow to th' matter.

Ant. *Tis fpoken well
•,

Were we before our armies, and to fight,

I mould do thus. [Flourijh.

Caf Welcome to Rome.

Ant. Thank you.

Caf Sit.

Ant. Sit, Sir.

Caf Nay, then

Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not fo

:

Or, being, concern you not.

Ccef I muft be laugh t at,

If, or for nothing, or a little, I

Should fay myfelf offended, and with you
Chiefly i'th' world ; More laught at, that I mould]

Once name you derogately, when to found

Your name it not concern'd me.

Ant. My being in ASgypt, Cafar, what was't to you ?

Ccef. No more than my refiding here at Rome
Might be to you in ASgypt: yet, if you there

Did pra&ife on my date, your being in Mgypt
Might be my queftion.

Ant. How intend you, practis'd ?

Caf. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent,

By what did here befall. 3 Your Wife and Brother

Made
3 _ Your Wife and Brother

Made Wars upon ?ne, and their Contejiatiou

Was theam for you, you were the Word of War!\ The only

meaning of this can be, that the war, which Antony's wife and
brother made upon C<efar, was theam for Antony too to make
war ; or was the occafion why he did make war. But this
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Made wars upon me j and their contellation

Was theam'd for you, you were the wuru of war:

Ar.t. You do miftake your bufineis: * my brother

never

Did urge me in his act: I did require it,

And have my learning from lbme true reports

That drew their fwords with you. Did he not rather

Difcredit my authority wich yours,

And make the wars alike againft my ftomach,

Having alike yourcaule ? of this, my letters

Before did fatisfie you. If you'll patch a quarrel,

(As matter whole you've not to make it with,)

It mud not be with this.

Qtf. You praife yourfeif,

By laying defects of Judgment to me: but

You patch up your excufes.

Ant. Not lb, not lb ;

I know you could not lack, (I'm certain on't,)

Very neceiluy of this thought, that I,

Your Partner in the caufe 'gainft which he fought,

Could not with grateful eyes attend thofe wars,

Which fronted mine own peace. As for my Wife,

I would, you had her fpirit in fuch another;

The third o th world is yours, which with a fnaffle

You may paceeafie; but not fuch a Wife.

En:.
1 Would, we had all fuch Wives, that the Men

might 20 to wars with the Women!

ii directly contrary to the context, which (hews, Antony did nei-

ther encourage tr.cai to it, nor iecocd them in it. We cannot

doabt tken, bu: die pofct wrote;

and their cop.tefct :
.~/i

Wcs th&nrfd for y:u.

$* e. The pretence o:' their war was on your account, They took

jp arms in vojr name, and you were made the theme and fubjeft

oi thejr infmcciion.

4 rr; brother never

DU urge me im his ad : ] i. e. never did make ofe of

r.y nzme as a pretence for the war.

A*.
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Ant. So much uncurbable her garboiles, &efart

Made out of her impatience, which not wanted

Shrewdneis of policy too, I grieving grant,

Did you too much difquiet : For That you muft

But lay, I could not help it.

Cxf. I wrote to you,

\Y hen rioting in Alexandria, you

Did pocket up my letters •, and with taunts

Did gibe my miffive out of audience.

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted : then

Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want

Of what I was i'th' morning: but, next day,
5 I told him of my felf > which was as much
As to have ask'd him pardon. Let this fellow

Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend,

Out of our queftion wipe him.

Caf. You have broken

The article of your oath, which you fhall never

Have tongue to charge me with.

Lep. Sott, Cafar.

Ant. No, Lepidusy let him fpeak ;

* The Honour's facred which he talks on now,
Suppofing, that I lackt it : but on, Ccefar*

The article of my oath

—

Caf. To lend me arms and aid, when I required them,

The which you both deny'd.

Ant. Neglected, rather:

And then, when poifon'd hours had bound me up
From mine own knowledge ; as nearly as I may,
I'll play the Penitent to you. But mine hanefty

Shall not make poor my Greatnefs ; nor my Power
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia,

To have me out of AEgypt, made wars here

;

5 I told him of myfelf\ ] i. e. told him the condition I

was in, when he had his laft audience.

6 The HonQur's facred— ] Sacred, for unbroken, unvio-
lated.

For
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For which my felf, the ignorant motive, do

So far ask pardon, as ben" is mine Honour

To ftoop in fuch a cafe.

Lep. 'Tis nobly fpoken.

Mec. If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further

The griefs between ye: to forget them quite,

Were to remember, that the preient Need
Speaks to atone you.

Lep. Worthily fpoken, Mecoenas.

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the in-

ftant, you may, when you hear no more words of

Pompejj return it again : you mail have time to wrangle

in, when you have nothing elfe to do.

Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only fpeak no more.

Eno. That truth mould be filent, I had almoft

forgot.

Ant. You wrong this Prefence, therefore fpeak no

more.

End. Go to then: your confiderate ftone.—
Caf. 7 1 do not much didike the manner, but

The matter of this fpeech : for't cannot be,

We mall remain in friendmip, our conditions

So differing in their ads. Yet, it I knew
What hoop would hold us (launch, from edge to edge

O' th' world, I would purlue it.

Agr. Give me leave, C<efar.

C<ef. Speak, Agripta.

- 1 do not much dijlike the matter, hut

The manner of hh fpeech :
] What, not diflike the matter

of it I when he fays prefently after, that he would l!o every thing

co prevent the evil Er.zbarbu; predicted. Behdei, are we to i'uppolc

thit common civility would iufrer him to take the fame liberty

with Antorfi lieuter^ant, that Antony him fell did ? Sbakefpear

-a rote,

I do not much difike the manner, but

The matter of his fpeech:

. e. 'vis not his liberty of fpeech, but the mifchiefs he fpeaksof,

which I dinike. This agrees with what follows, and is laid with

much urbanity, r-nd fkow of friendship.

Air.
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Agr. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mother's fide,

Admir'd OFtazia! great Mark Antony

Is now a Widower.

Cef. Say not fo, Agrlppa%

If Cleopatra heard you, your Approof
Were well deferv'd of rafhnefs.

Ant. I am not married, Qefar, let me hear

Agrippa further fpeak.

Agr. To hold you in perpetual Amity,

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts

With an unflipping knot, take Antony

Oftavia to his Wife; whofe Beauty claims

No worfe a Husband than the beft of men

;

Whofe Virtue, and whofe general Graces fpeak

That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage,

All little jealoufies, which now feem great,

And all great fears, which now import their dangers.

Would then be nothing. Truths would be but tales

Where now half tales be truths : her love to both,

Would each to other, and all loves to both

Draw after her. Pardon what I have fpoke,

For 'tis a ftudied, not a prefent thought,

By duty ruminated.

Ant. Will C<efar fpeak ?

Caf. Not 'till he hears, how Antony is touch'd

Ant. What Power is in Agrippa

(If I would fay, " Agrippa, be it fo,")

To make this good ?

Cef. The Power of Cefar, and

His Power unto Qftavia.

Ant. May I never

To this good purpofe, that fo fairly ftiews,

Dream of impediment! let me have thy hand.;

Further this act of grace: and, from this hour?

The heart of brothers govern in our loves,

And fway our great defigns (

With what is fpoke already.

There is my harnh
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A Sifter I bequeath you, whom no Brother

Did ever love fo dearly. Let her live

To join our kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never
Fly off our loves again

!

Lep. Happily, amen.

Ant. I did not think to draw my fword 'gainft

Pompeyi

For he hath laid ftrange courtefies and great

Of late upon me. I muft thank him only,

Left: my remembrance fuffer ill report s

At heel of that, defie him.

Lep. Time calls upon's :

Of us muft: Pompey prefently be fought,

Or elfe he feeks out us.

Ant. Where lyes he?

Caf. About the Mount Mifenum.

Ant. What is his ftrength by Land ?

C*f. Great, and increafing : but by Sea

He is an abfolute Mafler.

Ant. So is the fame.

'Would, we had fpoke together I hafte we for it;

Yet, ere we put our felves in arms, difpatch we
The bufinefs we have talk'd of.

Cef. With mod gladnels

;

And do invite you to my Sifter's view,

Whither ftraight I'll lead you.

Ant. Let us, Lepidus
y

not lack your company.
Lep. Noble Antony , not ficknefs ihould detain me,

[Flourijb. Exeunt*

SCENE III.

Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecaenas.

Alec. Welcome from JEgypt^ Sir.

Eno. Half the heart of Cafar9 worthy Mtcanas

!

my honourable friend, Agrippa/—*<

Agr. Good Enobarbus!
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Mec. We have caufe to be glad, that matters are

fo well digerted : you ftay'd well by't in jEgypt.

Eno. Ay, Sir, we did fleep day out of countenance,

and made the night light with drinking.

Alec. Eight wild boars roafted whole at a breakfaft,

and but twelve perfons there ; Is this true?

Eno. This was but as a flie by an eagle : we had

much more monllrous matter of feaft, which worthi-

ly deferved noting.

Mec. She's a mod: triumphant Lady, if report be

fquare to her.

Eno. When {he firft met Mark Antonyy fhe purs'd

up his heart upon the river of Cydnus.

Agr. There ihe appear'd, indeed ; or my reporter

devis'd well for her.

Eno. I will tell you ;

" The Barge fhe fat in, like a burninYd Throne,
" Burnt on the water; the poop was beaten gold,
" Purple the fails, and fo perfumed, that

" The Winds were love-fick with 'em ; th' oars were
" filver,

ci Which to the tune of flutes kept ftroke, and made
<c The water, which they beat, to follow fa Her,
4« As amcrous of their ftrokes. For her own perfon,

" It beggar'd all defcription ; fhe did lye

" In her pavilion, cloth of gold, of tiflue,

*< 8 O'er picturing that Venus , where we fee

" The Fancy out-work Nature. On each fide her,

* Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like fmiling Cupids,

" With divers- colour'd fans, whofe wind did feem
" To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,

•« And what they undid, did.

Agr. Oh, rare for Antony

!

Eno. " Here Gentlewomen, like the Nereids,

8 O'er-pifturingthatVew, wubere <we fee &c] Meaning the

Venus of Protogtnes memioned by Fliny, I. 35. c. 10.

- Vol. VII. K " So
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u So many Mermaids, tended her i' th* eyes,

rt ' And made their Bends adorings. At the helm,
M A feeming Mermaid fleers; the filken tackles
46 Swell with the touches of thofe flower-fofc hands,

" That yarely frame the office. From the Barge

A ftrange inviable perfume hits the fenfe

Of the adjacent wharfs. The City cad

Her People out upon her *, and Antony,

Enrhron'd i' th' Market-place, did fit alone,

Whittling toth' air;
1 which, but for vacancy,

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too,

And made a gap in Nature.

Agr % Rare Egyptian

!

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony fent to her,

Invited her to fupper : fhe reply'd,

It mould be better, he became her gueft;

Which fhe in treated. Our courteous Antony,

Whom ne'er the word of No Woman heard fpeak,

Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feaft*

And for his ordinary, pays his heart,

For wha: his eyes eat only.

Agr. Royal Wench !

She made great C<efar lay his fword to bed ;

9 And me.de their bird; adorning?. ] This is fenfe in-

deed, and may be underllccd thus, her maids bowed with fo good
an air. that it added new graces to them. But this is not what
Shake/pear weald fay : C:?-:px:ra, in this famous fcene, perfenated

f#«jfejdft riling from the waves: a: which time the Mythologifts

tell as :r.e Sea-icitics s'urrcimded ;he goddefs to adore y
and pay

her homage. Agreeably :o this fable CUopaira had crefied

her maids, the r:e: :e!h us. \.r.t Xenidj. To make the whole
there.o'. e conformable to the iter, repreienced, we may be affured,

6 hake 'pear wrote,

And rzade their ker.ds ado RINGS.

They did her cbfervar.ee in the poicure of adoration, as if fhe had
been Venn:.

I -:hi;h. but for i-acr.r.cy

Had gore ] AL'udir.g to an svicm in the peripatetic phi

-

lof.phy tnen in vogue, that Nature alhorj a vacamaL

He
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He plough'd her, and (he cropt,

Eno. I faw her once

Hop forty paces through the publick ftreet

:

And having loft her breath, fhe fpoke, and panted
That me did make defect, perfection,

And breathlefe power breathe forth.

Mec. Now Antony muft leave her utterly.

Eno. Never, he will not.

Age cannot wither her, nor cuftom ftale

Her infinite variety : other women cloy

The appetites they feed ; but fhe makes hungry,

Where mod me fatisfies. For vileft things

Become themfelves in her, that the holy Priefts

Blefs her, when fhe is riggifh.

Mec. * If beauty, wiidom, modefty, can fettle

The heart of Antony, Oclavia is

A bleft allott'ry to him.

Agr. Let us go.

Good Enobarbus, make yourfelf my gueft,

Whilft you abide here.

Eno. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. [Exeunt^

Enter Antony, Csefar, Oclavia between them.

Ant. The world, and my great office, will fome-
times

Divide me from your bofom.

Qfta. All which time,

Before the Gods my knee (hall bow in prayers

To them for you.

Ant. Good night, Sir. My OcJavia,

2 If beauty, ivifdom, madefy, can fettle

The heart of Antony, Odravia is

A blefled lottery to bim.] Methinks, it is a very indif-

ferent compliment in Mec<snas to call O&avia a lottery, as if me
might turn up blank, as well as prove a prize to Antany. The
poet wrote, as I have reform'd the text, allottery, there be-

ing as much difference between lattery and allottery, as between a
prpjflnt defignation and a future chance.

K 2 Read
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Read not my blemifhes in the world's report

:

I have not kept my fquare, but That to come

Shall all be done by ta' rule 5 good night, dear Lady.

Ocla. Good night, Sir.

C<ef. Good night. [g.xeunt Caefar and Oftavia.

SCENE IV.

Enter Sootbfayer.

Ant. Now, fnrah! do you wifli your felf in /Egypt t

Sooth. ?Would 1 had never come from thence, nor

you thither

!

Ant. If you can, your reafon ?

Sooih. *J fee it in my Motion, have it not in my
Tongue but yet hie you to ALgypt again.

Am. Say tu me, whole fortune fliafl rife higher,

C&far 's or mine ?

Sooth. Ge/ars. Therefore, oh Antony, flay not

by his fide.

Thy ~D<£rdon.
t

that's thy fpirit which keeps thee, is

Nobie, couragious, high, unmatchable,

Where C<tfar's is not. B;k, near him, thy angel
3 Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpower'd; and there-

fore

Make fpace enough between you.

Ant. Speak this no more.

Sooth. To none but thee; no more, but when to

thee.-

If thou dolt play wich him at any game,
Thou'rt fure to lofe: and, of that natural luck,

He beats thee 'gajnft the odds. Thy luftre thickens,

When he fhines by : I fay again, thy Spirit

Is all afraid to govern thee near him.

2 Ifee it in /^motion, ] i. e. the divinitory agitation.

3 Becomes a Fear,— j r. e. a fearful thing. The abftraft for

the concrete.

But,
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But, he away, 'tis noble.

Ant. Get thee gone

:

Say to Ventidius, I would fpeak with him.

[Exit Sooth,

He fhall to Parthia -be it art, or hap,

He hath fpoke true. The very dice obey him ;

And, in our Sports, my better cunning faints

Under his chance ; if we draw lots, he fpeeds ;

His cocks do win the battle ftill of mine,

When it is all to nought: and his quails ever

Beat mine, in-hoop'd at odds. I will to Mgypt\
And though I make this marriage for my peace,

1* th* eaft my pleafure lies. Oh, come, Ventidius.

Enter Ventidius.

You mud to Parthia, your commiffion's ready:

Follow me and receiv'c. [Exeunt.

Enter Lepidus, Mecsenas, and Agvippz.

Lep. Trouble your felves no farther: pray you,

haften

Your Generals after.

dgr. Sir, Mark Antony

Will e'en but kifs O&avia, and we'll follow.

Lep. 'Till I fhall fee you in your Soldiers* drefs,

WThich will become you Both, farewel.

Mec. We fhall,

' As I conceive the journey, be at th' mount
Before you, Lepidus.

Lep. Your way is fhorter,

My purpofes do draw me much about j

You'll win two days upon me.

Both. Sir, good fuccefs.

Lep. Farewel. [Exeunt

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras and Alexas.

Or us that trace in love-

0nines. The mufick, hoa !

Enter Mardian the Eunuch.

Cleo. Let it alone, Jet's to billiards : come, Char-

mian,

Char. My arm is fore, bed play with Mardian.

Cleo. As well a woman with an Eunuch play'd,

As with a woman. Come, you'll play with me,

Sir?

Mar. As well as lean, Madam.
Geo. And when good will is fhew'd, tho't come

too more,

The actor may p'ead pardon. I'll none now.

Give me mine angle, we
r

l! to th' river, there,

My mufick playing far off, I will betray

Tawny-finn'd fiihi my bended hook lhall pierce

Their Gimy jaws; and, as I draw them up,

I'll think them every one an Aniony^

And fay, ah, ha! you're caught.

Char. 'Twas merry, when

You wager'd on your angling ; when your diver

Did hang a fait fit on his hook, which he

VV ith fervency drew up.

C'.co. That time'—on times' •

I 'aught him out of patience, and that night

j laught him into pa::ence; and next morn,

Ere tne ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed:

Then
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5 Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft

I wore his fword Pbilippan. Oh, from Italy a
-

Enter a Meffenger.

Ram thou thy faithful tidings in mine ears,

That long time have been barren.

Mef Madam! Madam!
Cleo. Antony's dead ?—

If thou fay fo, villain, thou kill'ft thy miftrefs:

But well and free,

If thou fo yield him, there is gold, and here

My blued veins to kifs : a hand, that Kings

Have lipt, and trembled killing.

Mef. Firft, Madam, he is well.

Cleo. Why, there's more gold. But, firrah, mark,

we ufe

To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that,

The gold, I give thee, will I melt and pour

Down thy ill-uttering throat.

Mef. Good Madam, hear me.

Cleo. Well, go to, I will :

But there's no goodneis in thy face. If Antony

Be free and healthful ; why fo tart a favour

To trumpet fuch good tidings? if not well,

Thou fhould'ft come like a fury crown'd with

makes,
6 Not like a formal man;

Mef Will't pleafe you hear me ?

Cleo. I have a mind to ftrike thee, ere thou fpeak'fl: 5

Yet, if thou fay Antony lives, 'tis well,

Or friends with Cafar* or not captive to him,

5 Then put my tires and mantles on him> ivhilji

I ^wore hisfword Philippan.— ] This is finely imagined . The
fpeaker is fuppofed to do this in imitation of Omphale, in her

treatment of Hercules the great anceftor of Antony.

6 Not like a formal man.'] Formal, for ordinary,

K 4 I'D
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7 I'll fet thee in a mower of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee.

Mef Madam, he's well.

Cleo. Well laid.

Mef And friends with C*far.

Cleo. Thou'rt an honell man.

Mef* Cafar and he, are greater friends than ever.

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me.

Mef But yet, Madam
Cleo. I do not like but yet.

. it does allay

8 The good precedence ; fie upon butyet

:

Butyet is as a jay lor to bring forth

Some monftrous Malefactor. Pr'ythee, friend,

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear,

The good and bad together: he's friends with Cafar,

In ftate of health, thou lay'rt; and thou fay'ft, free.

Mcf. Free, Madam! no: I made no fuch report.

He's bound unto Ol'tavia.

Cleo. For what good turn ?

Mef For the be ft turn i' ih' bed.

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian.

Mef Madam, he's married to Oclavia.

Cleo. The molt infectious pefiiience upon thee!

[Strikes him down.

Mef. Good Madam, patience.

Cleo. What fay you ? [Strikes him.

7 Tilfet thee in aJbonxer of gold, and hail

Rich pearls upon thee ] That is, \ wiil give thee a kingdom ;

it being the eaitern ceremony, at the coronation of their Kings,

to powder them with gold-daft and feed-pearl ; fo Milton,

—the gorgeous Ecjl <with liberal hand

Showers on her Kings barbaric pearl and gold.

In the life of Timur~bec or Tamerlane written by a Perfian con-

temporary author, are the following word?, as transited by

Monfieur Pctit de la Croix, in rhe account there given of ins coro-

nation, Book ij. chap. I. Les Princes du fang royal & les Emirs

repandirtnt a pleines mainsfur fa tete quautite d'or & de pierre-

ries felon la coutume.

% The good precedence ;—] Precedence3 for precedent.

Hence,
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Hence, horrible villain, or I'll fpurn thine eyes

Like balls before me ; I'll unhair thy head

:

[She bales him up and down.

Thou fhalt be whipt with wire, and ftew'd in brine,

Smarting in lingring pickle.

Mef. Gracious Madam,

I, that do bring the news, made not the match.

Cleo. Say, 'tis not To, a province I will give thee,

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow, thou had'ft,

Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ;

And I will boot thee with what gift befide

Thy rnodefty can beg.

Mef He's married, Madam.
Cleo. Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long.

[Draws a dagger.

Mef. Nay, then I'll run

:

What mean you, Madam ? I have made no fou\t.[Exit.

Char. Good Madam, keep your felf within your

felf,

The man is innocent.

Cleo. Some innocents Ycape not the thunderbolt —
Melt Mgyfl into Nile ; and kindly creatures

Turn all to ferpents! call the Have again ;

Though I am mad, I will not bite him -

9 call.

Char. He is afraid to come,

Cleo. I will not hurt him.

Thefe hands do lack nobility, that they ftrike

A meaner than myfelf : fince I myfelf

Have given myfelf the caufe. Come hither, Sir;

Re-enter the Meffenger.

Though it be honeft, it is never good

To bring bad news : give to a gracious meflage

An hod of tongues, but let ill tidings tell

Themfelves, when they be felt.

Mef. I have done my duty.

Cleo. Is he married ?
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I cannot hate thee worfer than I do,

If you again fay, 27s.

Mef. He's married, Madam.
Geo. The Gods confound thee! dofl thou hold

there (till ?

Mef. Should I lie, Madam ?

Cleo. Oh, I would, thou didft

;

So half my Mgypt were fubmerg'd, and made

A ciftern for leal d fnakes ! go, get thee hence,

Hadft thou Narciffus in thy face, to me
Thou wouldft appear mod ugiy : he is married ?

Mef. I crave your Highnefs' pardon.

CUtu He is married ?

Mef. Take no offence, that I would not offend

you;

To punifh me for what you make me do,

Seems much unequal: he's married to O&ayia.

Cleo. Oh, that his fault fhould make a knave of

thee,

(a) That fay 'ft but what thou'rt fare of .'— Get thee

hence,

The merchandifes, thou haft brought from Romey

Are all too dear for me

:

Lye they upon thy hand, and be undone bv 'em!

\ExU Mef
Char. Good your Highnefs, patience.

Cleo. In praifing Anio>ty, I have difprais'd Gefar.

Char. Many times, Madam.
Cleo. I am paid for it now, lead me from hence,

I faint; oh Ires, Charm:w— 'tis no matter.

Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him
Report the feature of Oclaviay her years,

Her inclination, let him not leave out

The'colour of her hair. Bring me word quickly,—-

Let him for ever go— let him not, Cbarmian;

[fa) Thatfay ft but v. bat—- Oxford Editor.—Vulg. That
Mrt nit wbmt ]

Though
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Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,

Th* other way he's a Mars. Bid you Alexas

Bring word, how tall me is : pity me, Charmian,

But Ipeak not to me. Lead me to my chamber.

[Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

Changes to the Coaft of Italy, near Mifenum.

Enter Pompey and Menas, at one door, with drum and

trumpet : At another, Casfar, Lepidus, Antony, Eno-

barbus, Mecsenas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching.

Pom. "V7"OUR hoftages I have, fo have you mine \

I And we (hall talk before we fight.

Qef. Moft meet,

That firft we come to words ; and therefore have we
Our written purpofes before us fent

;

Which, if thou haft confider'd, let us know
If 'twill tie up thy difcontented fword,

And carry back to Sicily much tall youth,

That elfe muft perifh here.

Pom. To you all three,

The Senators alone of this great world,

Chief factors for the Gods,— I do not know,
Wherefore my Father fhould Revengers want,

Having a Son and Friends fince Julius Ccefar,

(Who at Pbilippi the good Brutus ghofted,)

There law you labouring for him. What was it,

That mov'd pale Caffius to confpire ? and what

Made Thee, all-honour'd, honeft Roman Brutus*

With the arm'dreft, Courtiers of beauteous freedoms

To drench the Capitol, but that they would

Have one man, but a man ? And That is it,

Hath made me rig my Navy : At whofe burthen

The anger'd Ocean foams, with which I meant
To fcourge th' ingratitude that defpightful Rome
Caft on my noble Father,
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Caf. Take your time.

Ant. Thoucanft not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails,

We'll fpeak with thee at fea. Ar land, thou know'ft,

How much we do o'er- count thee.

Pom. At land, indeed,

Thou dofl: o'er-count me of my Father's houfe.

But fince the cuckow builds not for himfelf,

Remain in't, as thou may 'ft.

hep. Be pleas'd to tell us,

(For this is from the prefenr,) how you take

The offers we have fent you.

Caf. There's the point.

Ant. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh
W7

hat it is worth embraced.

Caf. And what may follow

To try a larger fortune.

Pom. You've made me offer

Of Sicily ^ Sardinia : and I muft

Rid all the fea of Pirates > then to fend

Meafures of wheat to Rome : this 'greed upon,

To part with unhackt edges, and bear back
Our targe undinted.

Omncs. That's our offer.

Pom. Know then,

I came before you here, a man prepar'd

To take this offer : But Mark Antony

Put me to fome impatience.—Though I lofe

The praife of it by telling, you mult, know,
When Cdefar and your Brother were at blows,

Your Mother came to Sicily^ and did find

Her welcome friendly.

Ant. I have heard it, Pompeyy

And am well ftudied for a liberal thanks,

Which I do owe you.

Pom. Let me have your hand :

I did not think, Sir, to have met you here.

Ant. The beds i'th' Eaft are Toft* and thanks to you,

That
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That call'd me timelier than my purpofe hither:

For I've gain'd by it.

O/ Since 1 faw you lad,

There is a change upon you.

Pom. Well, I know not,

* What counts hard fortune calls upon my face

;

But in my bofom me fhall never come,

To make my heart her vaffal.

Lep. Well met here.

Temp. I hope lb, Lepidus, thus we are agreed :

I crave, our compofition may be written

And feal'd between us.

Ccef. That's the next to do.

Pom. We'll fead each other, ere we part, and let's

Draw lots who (hall begin.

Ant. That I will, Pompey.

Pom. No, Antony, take the lot

:

But, firft or laft, your fire JEgyptian cookery

Shall have the fame. I've heard, that Julius Cdfar
Grew fat with feafting there.

Ant. You have heard much.

Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir.

Ant. And fair words to them.

Pom. Then fo much have I heard.

And I have heard, Apollcdorus carried—
Eno. No more of that : he did fo.

Pom. What, I pray you ?

Eno. A certain Queen to Ctsfar in a mattrefs.

Pom. I know thee now, how far'ft thou, Soldier?

Eno. Well ;

And well am like to do; for, I perceive,

Four Feafts are toward.

Pom. Let me fhake thy hand,

I never hated thee : 1 have feen thee fight,

When I have envied thy behaviour.

9 What counts hardfortune csfls, &c. ] Metaphor from waking
marks or lines in calling accounts in ari-./.mc.icfc.

Eno,
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Eno. Sir,

I never lov'd you much, but I ha* prais'd ye,

When you have well deferv'd ten times as much
As I have faid you did.

Pom. Enjoy thy plainnefs,

It nothing ill becomes thee;

Aboard my Galley I invite you all

Will you lead, Lords?

All. Shew's the way, Sir.

Pomp. Come. [Exeunt. Manent Enob. and Menas.
Men. Thy Father, Pompey, would ne'er have made

this Treaty.

You and I have known, Sir.

Eno At Tea, I think.

Men. We have, Sir.

Eno. Ci You have done well by water.

Men. " And you by land.

Eno. u 1
1 will praife any man that will praife me,

though it cannot be denied what I have done by land.

Men Nor what I have done by water.

Eno. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own
fafety : you have been a great thief by fea.

Men. And you by land.

Eno. There I deny my land-fervice; but give me
your hand, Menas^ if our eyes had authority, here

they might take two thieves kiffing.

Men. All men's faces are true, whatlbe'er their hands

are.

Eno. But there is ne'er a fair woman, has a true

face.

Men. No (lander- they fteal hearts.

I / will praife any man that willpraife The poet's art in

delivering this humourous fentiment (which gives us ib very true

and natural a picture of the commerce of the world) can never be

fufficiently admired. The confeflion could come from none but a

frank and rough character like the fpeaker's ; and the moral leffon

insinuated under it, that flattery can make its way thro' the moft

ftubborn manners, deierves our ferious reflexion.

En?.
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Eno. We came hither to fight with you.

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turn'd to a

Drinking. Pompey doth this day laugh away his for-

tune.

Eno. If he do, fure, he cannot vveep't back again.

Men. You've faid, Sir ; we look'd not for Mark
Antony here ; pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ?

Eno. C<efar's Sifter is called Oftavia.

Men. True, Sir, me was the Wife of Caius Mar-
MlttS.

Eno. But now me is the Wife of Marcus Antonim.

Men. Pray ye, Sir?

Eno. 'Tis true.

Men. Then is Gafar and he for ever knit together.

Eno. If I were bound to divine of this Unity, I

would not prophefie fo.

Men. I think, the policy of that purpofe made
more in the marriage, than the love of the parties.

Eno. I think fo too. But you mail find, the band,

that feems to tie their friendship together, will be the

very ftrangler of their amity : Qftavia is of a holy,

cold, and ftill converfation.

Men. Who would not have his Wife fo?

Eno. Not he, that himfelf is not fo ; which is Mark
Antony. He will to his /Egyptian Dim again ; then

ihall the fighs of Ofiavia blow the fire up in Cafar,

and, as I faid before, that which is the ftrength of

their amity, mall prove the immediate author of their

variance. Antony will ufe his affection where it is:

He married but his occafion here.

Men. And thus it may be. Come, Sir, will you
aboard ? I have a health for you.

Eno. I fhall take it, Sir : we have us'd our throats

in /Egypt.

Men, Come, let's away, {Exeunt,

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

On Board Pompey'* Galley.

Mujick plays. Enter two or three Servants with a

Banquet.

i Ser. TJ ERE they'll be, man : fome o'their plants 1

I""! are ill rooted already, the lead wind i'th*

world will blow them down.

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colour'd.

1 Ser. z They have made him drink alms-drink.

2 Ser. 3 As they pinch one another by the difpofnion,

he cries out, no more ; reconciles them to his entreaty,
I

and himfelf to th* Drink.

1 Ser. But it raifes the greater war between him and

his difcretion.

2 Ser. Why, this it is to have a name in great

men's fellowship : I had as lieve have a reed that will
j

do me no fervice, as a Partizan 1 could not heave.

1 Ser. To be call'd into a huge fphere, and not to

be feen to move in't, are the holes where eyes mould
be, which pitifully difalter the cheeks.

Trumpets. Enter Casfar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus,

Agrippa, Mecaenas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other

Captains.

Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o'th*

Nile

By certain fcale i'th' pyramid ; they know,

2 They have made him drink alms-drink,] A phrafe, amongft

good-fellows, to fignify thac liquor of another's mare which his

companion drinks to eafe him. But it fatirically alludes to C^far'

and Antony $ admitting him into the triumvirate, in order to take

off from themfelves the load of envy.

3 As they finch one another by the difpnJition,~\ A phrafe equi-

valent to that now in ufe, of Touching one in a Jore place.

By
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By th' height, the lownefs, or the mean, if dearth,

Or foizon, follow. The higher Nilus fwells,

The more it promifes ; as it ebbs, the Seedfman
Upon the Dime and ooze fcatters his grain,

And fhorfly comes to harveft.

Lep. You've ftrange ferpents there.

Ant. Ay, Lepidus.

Lep. Your ferpent of JEgypt is bred now of your

mud by the operation ofyour Sun \ fo is your Crocodile.

Ant. They are fo.

Pom. Sirrah, fome wine ! a health to Lepidus.

Lep. I am not fo as I fhould be :

But I'll ne'er out.

Eno. Not 'till you have flept; I fear me, you'll be
in, 'till then.

Lep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemy**

Pyramifis are very goodly things j without contra-

diction, I have heard that.

Men. Pcmpey, a word.

Pom. Say in mine ear, whatis't?

Men. Forfake thy feat, I do befeech thee, Captain,

And hear me fpeak a word.

Pom. Forbear me, 'till anon. \Whifpers.

This wine for Lepidus.

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ?

Ant. It is Ihap'd, Sir, like itfelf ; and it is as broad

as it hath breadth ; it isjiift fohigh as it is, and moves
with its own organs. It lives by that which nou-

rifheth it ; and the elements once out of it, it tranfc

migrates.

Lep. What colour is it of?

Ant. Of it's own colour too.

Lep. 'Tis a ftrange ferpent.

Ant. 'Tis fo, and the tears of it are wet.

Caf. Will this defcription fatisfie him ?

Ant. With the health that Pcmpey gives him, elfe

he is a very Epicure,

Vol. VII. L Pom.
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Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang ! tell me of that ? away

!

Do as I bid you. Where's the Cup I call'd for?

Men. If for the fake of merit thou wilt hear me,

Rife from thy ftool.

Pom. I think, thou'rt mad ; the matter ?

Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes.

Pom. Thou haft ferv'd me with much faith : what's

elfetofay? be jolly, Lords.

Ant. Thefe quick-fands, Lepidus,

Keep off them, 'fore you fink.

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of all the world?

Pom. What fay'ft thou ?

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of the whole world ? that's

twice.

P.m. How mall that be?

Men. But entertain it,

And though you think me poor, I am the man
Will give thee all the world.

Pom. Haft thou drunk well ?

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the Cup,

Thou art, if thou dar'ft be, the earthly Jove :

What e'er the Ocean pales, or Sky inclips,

Is thine, if thou wilt ha't.

Pom. Shew me which way.

Men. Thefe three World-fharers, thefe Competitors,

Are in thy VefTel. Let me cut the cable :

And when we are put off, fall to their throats:

All then is thine.

Pom. Ah, this thou fhouldft have done,

And not have fpoken on't. In me, 'tis villany

;

In thee, 't had been good fervice : thou mult know,
' Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour ;

Mine honour, it : repent, that e'er thy tongue

Hath fo betray'd thine act. Being done unknown,
I mould have found it afterwards well done;

But mull condemn it now. Defift, and drink.
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Men. For this,

1*11 never follow 4 thy paJPd fortunes more

;

Who feeks and v/ill not take, when once 'tis ofFer'd,

Shall never find it more.

Pom. This health to Lepidus.

Ant. Bear him aflioar, pledge it for him, Pompty.

Eno. Here's to thee, Menas.

Men. Enobarbus, welcome.

Pom. Fill 'till the Cup be hid.

Eno. There's a ftrong fellow, Menas.'

[Pointing to Lepidus,

Men. Why?
Eno. He bears the third part of the world, man !

feeft not ?

Men. The third part then is drunk \ 'would, it

were all,

That it might go on wheels!

Eno. Drink thou, encreafe the reels.

Men. Come.
Pom. This is not an Alexandrian Feaft.

Ant. It ripens towards it \ ftrike the vefTels, hoa«

Here is to Cafar.

Cfef. I could well forbear it ;

It's monftrous labour when I wafh my brain,

And it grows fouler.

Ant. Be a child o'th* time.

C<ef. PofTefs it, I'll makeanfwer; but I had rather

Faft from all, four days, than drink fo much -in one.

Eno. Ha, my brave Emperor, ihall we dance now
the ALgyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our Drink ?

Pom. Let's ha'r, good Soldier.

Ant. Come, let's all take hands

;

'Till that the conquering wine hath fteept our fenfc

In foft and delicate Lethe.

4 thy paird fortunes—] Pall'd, (, e . dead. Metaphor
taken from funeral folemnities.

L 2 Enoa
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Eno. All take hands

:

Make battery to our ears with the loud mufick,

The while I'll place you ; then the Boy (hall fing

:

The Holding every man fhall beat as loud

As his ftrong fides can volly.

\Mufick plays. Enobarbus places them band in band.

The S O N G.

Come, thou Monarch of the Vine%

Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne.

In thy vats our cares be drown'd

:

With thy grapes our hairs be crown'd!

Cup us, 'till the worldgo round \

Cup us, 'till the world go round.

Gef. What would you more ? Pompey, good night.

Good Brother,

Let me requeftyou off; our graver bufinefs

Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part

;

You fee, we have burnt our cheeks. Strong Enobarbus

Is weaker than the wind ; and mine own tongue

Splits what it fpeaks ; the wild difguife hath almoft

Antickt us all. What needs more words ? good night.

Good Antony, your hand.

Pom. i'll try you on the fhoar.

Jnt. And mail, Sir; give's your hand.

Pom. / Oh, Antony, you have my father's houfe.

Bur, what! we're friends; come down into the boat.

Eno. Take heed you fall not, Menas.

Men. i'll not on (hoar

No, to my cabin thefe drums

!

5 Oh, Antoi-y, you have my father $ houfe,.] The hiftorian

Vat?rcuius fays, Cum JPompe io quoque circa Mifenum pax inita: Qui
hand ab/urdc cum in nanji Ca-faremque & Antonium e&na exciperet,

dixit : In Carinis fuis ie cceaam dare : referens hoc diclum ad loci

nomen^ in quo paterna domus ab Antonio pojfdebatur. Our author,

liio' helofl the joke, yet feems willing to commemorate the Uory.

Thefe
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Thefe trumpets, flutes ! what !

Let Neptune hear, we bid a Joud farewel

To thefe great fellows. Sound, and be hang'd, found

out. [Sound a flourijh, with drums.

Eno. Hoo, fays 'a! there's my cap.

Men. Hoa! noble Captain, come, [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE I.

A Camp in a Part of Syria.

Enter Ventidius, as after Conqueft; the dead body of
Pacorus borne before him, Silius, Roman Soldiers,

and Attendants.

Ventidius.
V| O W, darting Parthia, art thou ftruck ; and
1. ^'4 now
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus CraJJus' death

Make me revenger. Bear the King's fon's body
Before our Hoft ; thy Pacorus, Orodes,

Pays this for Marcus Crajfus.

Sil. Noble Ventidius,

Whilft yet with Parthian blood thy fword is warm,
The fugitive Parthians follow : Spur through Media,

Mefopotamia, and the llielters whither

The routed fly. So thy grand Captain Antony

Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and

Put garlands on thy head.

Ven. Oh Silius, Silius,

I've done enough. A lower place, note well,

May make too great an acl: : for learn this, Silius, >

Better to leave undone, than by our deed

Acquire too high a fame, when he, we ferve, 's away.

Cafar and Antony have ever won
More in their officer, than perfon. Soffius*

L 3 One
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One of my Place in Syria, his Lieutenant,

For quick accumulation of renown,

"Which he atchiev'd by th' minute, loft his Favour,

Who does i'th' wars more than his Captain can,

Becomes his Captains Captain ; and ambition,

(The foldier's virtue) rather makes choice of lofs,

Than gain which darkens him.

I could do more to do Antonius good,

Bat 'twould offend him ; and in his offence

Should my performance perifii.

Sil. Thou haft, Ventidius^
1 That, without the which

A foldier and his fword grant fcarce diftinction :

Thou wilt write to Antony f

Ven. I'll humbly fignifie what in his name,
* That magical word of war, we have effected

;

How with his Banners, and his well-paid Ranks,

The ne'er-yet- beaten Horie of Parikla

We've jaded outo'th* field.

Sil. Where is he now ?

Ven. He purpoleth to Athens ; with what hafte

The weight we muft convey with's will permit,

We mail appear before him. On, there j pafs

along. [Exeunt,

1 That, without the which
A fcldier and his /word grant fcarce difiintitan ;] Grant, for

afford, it is badly and ebfeurely expreffed ; but the ienfe is this,

Thou haft that, Yentidius, which if thou didfl want, there would
be no diftir.clii n between thee and thy fword. Ton would both be

equally cutting andjerfclefs. This was vvifdom or knowledge of

the world. Ventidius had told him the reafons why he did not

purfue his advantages : And his friend, by this compliment, ac-

knowledges them to be of weight.

2 That magical word of war, ] This admirably well

expreiles what the Romans meant by their Aufpiciurn Duels : in

which they were ib remarkably fupcrilitious.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Changes to Rome.

Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another.

Agr. \\7 H AT, arc the brothers parted ?

VV Eno. They have difpatch'd with Pompey,

he is gone,

The other three are fealing. Ottavia weeps,

To part from Rome: Ccefar is fad : and Lepidus,

Since Pompey's feaft, as Menas fays, is troubled

With the green ficknefs.

Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus.

Eno. A very fine one ; oh, how he loves C&far!

Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Antony!

Eno. Cafar? why, he's the Jupiter of men.

Agr. What's Antony , the God of Jupiter ?

Eno. Speak you of C<efar ? oh ! the non-pareil!

Agr. Oh Antony , oh thou Arabian bird

!

Eno. Would you praife Cafar9 fay,—C<*far 9 go
no further.

Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excellent

praife.

Eno. But he loves Qe/ar bed, yet he loves Antony

:

Ho! hearts, tongues, figure, icribes, bards, poets,

cannot

Think, fpeak, caft, write, fing, number, ho

!

His love to Antony. But as for C<efar,

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder——
Agr. Both he loves.

Eno. They are his fhards, and he their beetle; fo—*

This is to horfe ; adieu, noble Agrippa. [^trumpets.

Agr. Good fortune, worthy foldier, and farewel.

Enter
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Zz:dr Cjs.1t, Antony, LepiduB* Odavia.

jfcf. No frrther, Sir.

A; .' Y:- rake from me i great pa.*: ofmy
U . c t. t - S A;r, prove £icb a wife

Ai rr.y chccgAs make A.ee. ir.i rr.y fartheit bond
Stall pais oo thy approoC. More r.cAe +{xs&ri

9

Lc: Ae pAce v„-:_r. v.--.;- ;i .A

Be: . .i. :i ::: :er.er: :: ccAove,

To keep k buildrri, be the Ram to baiter

T.-rFJr::. re: eecrer might we
Hive letfd without this mew, ir oq boch parts

This be not cfaoimc.

V-:ie r;: :~:AA
In vcl; e..:r-i:.
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Eno. He were the worfe for that, were he a horfe

;

So is he, being a man.

Agr. Why, Encbarbus ?

When Antony found Julius Cafar dead,

He cried almoft to roaring ; and he wept,

When at Pbilippi he found Brutus flain.

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a

rheum ;

What willingly he did confound, he waii'd j

Believe't, 'till I wept too.

Caf No, fweet Oftavia,

You fhall hear from me ftill ; the time lhall not

Out-go my thinking on you.

Ant. Come, Sir, come,

I'll wreftle with you in my ftrength of love.

Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go,

And give you to the Gods.

C<ef Adieu, be happy !

Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give light

To thy fair way

!

Caf Farewel, farewel! [Kijfes Octavia.

Ant. Farewel! [Trumpets found. Exeunt,

SCENE III.

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas.

CkU7HERE is the fellow?

VV Alex. Half afraid to come.

Geo. Goto, goto; come hither, Sir.

Enter the Meffenger as before.

Alex. Good Majefty!

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you,

But when you are well pleas'd.

Geo. That Herod's head

in
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I'll have; bat how ? when Antony is gone,

Through whom I might command it:—Com* Thou
near.

Mef Moll gracious Majefty,-—
Cleo. Did ft thou behold

Oftavia ?

Mef. Ay, dread Queen.

Cleo. Where?
Mef. In Rome, Madam.

I lookt her in the face > and faw her led

Between her brother and Mark Antony.

Cleo. Is Ihe as tall as me ?

Mef She is not, Madam.
Ceo. Didft hear her fpeak ? is fhe mrill-tongu'd,

or low ?

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak, fne is low-voic'd.

Cleo. That's not fo good ; he cannot like her long.

Char. Like her? tAxIftsI 'tis impoflible.

CUo. I think fo, Charmian\ dull of tongue and
dwarfi fh.

What Majefty is in her gate? remember,

If e'er thou look'dft on Majefty.

Mef She creeps;

Her motion and her ftation are as one :

She fhews a body rather than a life,

A ftatue than a breather.

Cleo. Is this certain ?

Mef. 3 Or I have no obfervance,

Char. Three in ALgypt

Cannot make better note.

Cleo. He's very knowing.

I do perceive'!: ; there's nothing in her yet.

The fellow has good judgment.

Char. Excellent.

3 Or I have no obferrance ] Ob/sr-ence, for obfervarion or

ability of obkrving.

Cleo.
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Cleo. Guefs at her years, I pr'ythee.

Mef Madam, (he was a widow.

Cleo. Widow ? Charmian, hark.

Mef. And I do think, (he's thirty.

Cleo. Bear'ft thou her face in mind ? it's long, or

round ?

Mef Round even to faultinefs.

Cleo. For th' moft part too,

They're foolifh that are fo. Her hair, what colour ?

Mef. Brown, Madam ; and her forehead

As low as (lie would wifli it.

Cleo. There's gold for thee.

Thou mud not take my former fharpnefs ill,

I will employ thee back again ; I find thee

Moft fit for bufinefs. Go, make thee ready;

Our letters are prepar'd.

Char. A proper man.

Cleo. Indeed, he is fo : I repent me much,

That fo I harried him. Why, methinks, by him,

This creature's no fuch thing.

Char. O, nothing, Madam.
Cleo. The man hath feen fome Majefty, and mould

know.

Char. Hath he feen Majefty ? Ifis elfe defend

!

And ferving you fo long ?

Cleo. I've one thing more to ask him yet, good
Charmian

:

But 'tis no matter, thou (halt bring him to me
Where I will write : all may be well enough.

Char. I warrant you, Madam. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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S C E N E IV.

Changes to Athens.

Enter Antony and Oc~tavia,

^/.VT AY, nay, O&avia, not only That,

XN That were excufable, That and thoufands

more

Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd

New wars 'gainft Pcmpeys made his Will and read it

To publick ear-, fpoke fcanrily of me;

When perforce he could not

But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly

He vented them ; moft narrow meafare lent me ;

When the bed hint was given him, he {a) not took'r,

Or did it from his teeth.

0#. Oh, my good lord,

Believe not all ; or, if you muft believe,

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady,

If this divifion chance, ne'er flood between,

Praying for both parts : the good Gods will mock me,

When I mall pray, oh, bleis my lord and husband!

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud,

Oh, blefs my brother ! Husband win, win brother,

Prays, and deftroys the prayer; no midway

'Twixt theft extreams at all.

Ant. Gentle Oftdvfa,

Let your belt love draw to that point, which feeks

Beft to preferve it; if I loie mine honour,

I lofe myfelf; better I were not yours,

Than yours lb branchlefs. But, as you requeued,

Your (elf fhall go betwecn's ; the mean time, lady,

I'll raife the preparation of a war,

Shall (lain your brother \ make your fooneft hafte

;

[ [a) not tooKt. Dr. Thirlhy. Vulg. not looKd ]

So,
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So, your defircs are yours.

Oft. Thanks to my lord.

The Jove of Power make me, moft weak, mod weak,
Your reconciler !

4 wars 'twixt you 'twain would be

As if the world mould cleave, and that flain men
Should folder up the rift.

jint. When it appears to you where this begins.

Turn your difpleafure that way ; for our faults

Can never be fo equal, that your Jove

Can equally move wirh them. Provide your Going;
Chufe your own company, and command what coft

Your heart has mind to. £Exeunt.

Enter Enobarbus and Eros.

Eno. How now, friend Eros ?

Eros. There's ftrange news, come, Sir.

Eno. What, man ?

Eros. Ctefar and Lepidus have made war upon Pompey.

Eno. This is old •, what is the fuccefs?

Eros. C<efar, having made ufe of him in the wars

*gainft Pompey\ prefently denied him rivalry, would

not Jet him partake in the glory of the action ; and
not refting here, accufes him of letters he had formerly

wrote to Pompey. Upon his own appeal, fcizes him ;

fo the poor Third is up, 'till death enlarge his confine.

Eno. Then 'would thou had 'ft a pair of chaps, no
more : and throw between them all the food thou haft,

they'll grind the other. Where's Antony?

Eros. He's walking in the garden thus ; and fpurns

The rufh that lies before him. Crys, " fool Lepidus I

^ wars *t<wixt you 'twain <vjcuU 6e, &c] The
thought is wonderfully fublime. It is taken from Curtiufs leap-

ing into the gulf in the Forum, in order to clofe the gap. As that

was clofed by one Reman, fo it is infinuated, that if the whole
world were to cleave, Romans only could folder up the chafm.

The expremon is exalt. For as metal is foldered by metal more
pure and noble, fo the globe was ro be foldered up by men, who
are only a more refined earth.

And

*
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And threats the throat of that his Officer,

That murder'd Pompey.

E*c. Our great Navy's rigg'd.

Eros. For Italy and Qefar more, Dcmitius,

My lord defires you preiendy my news

I might have told hereafter.

Eno. 'Twill be naught but let it be $ bring me to

Antony.

Eros. Come, Sir. [Exeunt.

S C E N E V.

Changes to the Palace in Rome.

Enter Gaefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas.

O/Z^Ontemning Rome, he has done all this, and
V^/ more,

In Alexandria ; here's the manner of it:

Fth' market-place on a Tribunal filver'd,

Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of gold

Were publickly enthron'd; at the feet, fat

C<tfar:o, whom they call my father's fon

;

And all the unlawful ifiae, that their luft

Since then hath made between them. Unto her

He gave the 'llablimment of ALgypi, made her

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia,

Abfolute Queen.

Mec. This in the publick eye?

def. Fth' common fhew-place^here they exercife,

His fons were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings *,

Great Media, Partbia, and Armenia

He gave to Alexander to Ptolemy he allign'd

Syria, Cilicia, and Pccenicia : fhe

In the habiliments of the Goddefs I/is

That day appearVJ, and oft before gave audience,

As 'tis reported, fo.

Mec, Let Rome be thus itfuiluVt.

Agr.
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Agr. Who, queafie with his infolencc already,

Will their good thoughts call from him.

C<ef. The people know it, and have now received

His accufations.

Agr. Whom does he accufe?

Caf. C<e[ar ; and that having in Sicily

Sextus Potnpeius fpoil'd, we had not rated him
His part o'th* Ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me
Some Shipping unreftor'd. Laftly, he frets,

That Lepidus of the Triumvirate

Should be depos'd \ and, being, that we detain

All his revenue.

Agr. Sir, this mould be anfwer'd.

Caf. 'Tis done already, and his meflenger gone

:

I told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel -

9

That he his high authority abus'd,

And did deferve his Change. For what I've conquer'd,

I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia,

And other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I

Demand the like

Mec. He'll ne'er yield to that.

Caf. Nor muft he then be yielded to in this.

Enter Octavia, with Attendants.

Oft. Hail, Cafar, and my lord ! hail, mod dear

Cafar!

Caf. That ever I mould call thee Caft-away

!

Oft. You have not call'd me fo, nor have you caufe.

Caf. Why haft thou ftol'n upon us thus ? you come
not

Like Cafar\ fitter ; the wife of Antony

Should have an army for an ufher, and

The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach,

Long ere fhe did appear. The trees by th' way
Should have borne men, and expectation fainted,

Longing for what it had not. Nay, the duft

Should have afcended to the roof of heav'n,

Rais'd
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Rais'd by your populous troops ; but you are come
A market-maid to Rome, and have prevented

The oftentation of our Jove ; which, left unfhewn,

Is often left unlov'd ; we mould have met you
By fea and land, fupplying every ftage

With an augmented greeting.

03. Good my Jord,

To come thus was I not conftrain'd, but did it

On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony,

Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted

My grieving ear withal ; whereon I begg'd

His pardon for return.

Caf. 5 Which foon he granted,

Being an Obftruct 'tween his lull and him.

Oft. Do not fay fo, my lord,

Gef. I have eyes upon him,

And his affairs come to me on the wind :

Where is he now ?

Ocl. My lord, in Athens.

Caf. No, my mott wronged fitter > Cleopatra

Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire

Up to a whore, who now are levying

The Kingrs o' th earth for war. He hath afiembled

Bocchus the King of Libya, Archelaus

O f Cappadocia
,
Pbiladepb o s K i n

g

Of Papklagcriia ; the Thracian King Adullas,

King Malebus of Arabia^ King of Pont,

Herod'of *fomry, Mitbridates King
Of Ccmagene, Pdemon and Amiitias,

The King of Mede, and Lycacr.i.:,

5 JJ'iicb Josk he granted,

Being an Abitract 'tvteem his luft and birr,.] Antony very

foon comply 'd to let OSravia go at her reque;:, fays Cay'ar ;

and why ; Becauie fhe was sr. abjlraSl beiween his inanimate r:u-

fion asd him ; this is abfurd. We mnft read,

£**ag am Obftratt *ftvtem bis Ufi amihim.

i. e. his wife being an c-brtruaiori, a bar to the profecution of his

wanton pleafurei v».:h Clnfatr*.

With
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With a more larger lift of fcepters.

Ott. Ay me mod wretched,

That have my heart parted betwixt two friends,

That do afflict each other

!

Cef. Welcome hither ;

Your letters did with-hold our breaking forth,

'Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led,

And we in negligent danger ; cheer your heart.

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives

O'er your content thefe ftrong necelTities;

But let determin'd things to Deftiny

Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome ;

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd

Beyond the mark of thought ; and the high Gods,

To do you juftice, make their minifters

Of us, and thofe that love you. Be of comfort.

And ever welcome to us.

Agr. Welcome, lady.

Mec. Welcome, dear Madam.
Each heart in Rome does love and pity youj
Only th' adulterous Antony^ moft large

In his abominations, turns you off,

And gives his potent regiment to a trull,

That noies it againft us.

OcJ. Isitfo, Sir?

Caf. It is moft certain: fitter, welcome; pray you,

Be ever known to patience. My dear'ft fitter

!

[Exeunt xSCENE VI.

Near the Promontory of Actium,

Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus.

Cleo.T will be even with thee, doubt it not.

A Eno. But why, why, why ?

Cleo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe wars

;

And fay'ft, it is not fit.

Vol. VII. M £**.
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Eno. Well % is it, is it ?

Cleo. Is*t not denounced againft us ? why fhould

not we be there in perfon ?

Eno. Well, I could reply : if we fhould ferve with

horfe and mares together, the horfe were merely loft ;

the mares would bear a foldier and his horfe.

Cleo. What is't you fay ?

Eno. Your prefence needs muft puzzle Antony ;

Take from his heart, take from his brain, from's time,

What fhould not then be fpar'd. He is already

Traduc'd for levity, and 'tis faid in Rome^

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids,

Manage this war.

Cleo. Sink Rome, and there tongues rot

That fpeak againft us! A charge we bear i'th'war;

And, as the prefident of my Kingdom, will I

Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it,

I will not ftay behind.

Enter Antony and Canidius.

Eno. Nay, I have done : here comes the Emperor.
Ant. Is it not ftrange, Canidiusy

That from I'arentum^ and Brundufium^

He could fo quickly cut th' Ionian fea,

And take in I'oryne ? You have heard on'c, Sweet?
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir'd

Than by the negligent.

Ant. A good rebuke,

Which might have well become the beft of men
To taunt at flacknefs. Canidtus^ we
Will fight with him by fea.

Cleo. By fea, whatelfe?

Can. Why will my lord do fo?

Ant. For That he dares us to't.

Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to fmgle fight.

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharfalia^

Where Cafar fought with Pompew But thefe offers,

Which
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Which ferve not for his vantage, he fhakes off;

And lb fhopld you.

Eno. Your fhips are not well mann'd,

Your mariners are muliteers, reapers, people

Ingroft by fwift imprefs. In Cafar's fleet

Are thofe that often have againft Pompey fought

;

Their fliips are yare, yours heavy : no difgrace

Shall fall you for refufing him at fea,

Being prepar'd for land.

Ant. By fea, by fea.

Eno. Mod worthy Sir, you therein throw away
The abfolute foldierfhip you have by land

;

Diftract your army, which doth mod confift

Of war- mark'd footmen : leave unexecuted

Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego

The way which promifes aflurance, and

Give up yourlelf merely to chance and hazard,

From firm fecurity,

Ant. I'll fight at fea.

Cleo. I have fixty fails, C<efar none better.

Ant. Our overplus of lhipping will we burn,

And, with the reft full-mann'd, from the head of

Attium

Beat the approaching Cafar. But if we fail,

We then can do't at land.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Thy bufinefs ?

Mef. The news is true, my lord j he is defcried %

Cafar has taken Toryne.

Ant. Can he be there in perfon ? 'tis impoftible.

Strange, that his power mould be fo. Canidius,

Our nineteen legions thou (halt hold by land,

And our twelve thoufand horfe. We'll to our fhip j

Away, my Thetis!

Enter a Soldier,

How now, worthy foldier?

Sol. Oh noble Emperor,
Mz

do not fight bv fra,
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Truft not to rotten planks : do you mifdoubt

This fword, and chefe my wounds ? let the ./Egyptians

And the Phoenicians go a ducking : we
Have us'd to conquer fbnding on the earth,

And fighting foot to foot.

Ant. Well, well, away.

{Exeunt Ant. Cleo. and Enob.

Sol. By Hecruks, I think, I am i' th' right.

Can. Soldier, thou art; but his whole action grows

Not in the power on't : fo our leader's led,

And we are women's men.

Sol. You keep by land

The legions and the horfe whole, do you not ?

Can. Marcus Oclavius
9 Marcus Jujleius,

Publicola, and Calius9 are for fea:

But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of C<sefar*s

Carries beyond belief.

Sol. While he was yet in Rome,

His power went out in fuch diffractions as

Beguil'd all fpies.

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you?
Sol. They fay, one Taurus.

Can. Well I know the man.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. The Emperor calls Canidius.

Can. With news the time's in labour, and throws

forth,

Each minute, fome. {Exeunt*

Enter Oefar, with his army marching.

C<zf. Taurus?

Taur. My lord.

Cef. Strike not by land. Keep whole, provoke

not battle,

'Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed

The prefcript of this fcroul : our fortune lyes

Upon this jump. [Exeunt.

Enter.
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Enter Antony and Enobarbus.

Jnt. Set we our fquadrons on yond fide o' th' hill,

In eye of C<efar's battle •, from which place

We may the number of the (hips behold,

And lb proceed accordingly. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.

Canidius, marching with his land-army one way over the

ftage ^ and Taurus, the lieutenant of Casfar, the

other way : after their going in^ is heard the noife of

afea-fight. Alarum. Enter Enobarbus.

Eno. Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no

longer
6Th' Antonias^ the ^Egyptian admiral,

With all their fixty, flie, and turn the rudder:

To fee't, mine eyes are blafted.

Enter Scarus.

Scar. Gods and Goddefifes,

All the whole Synod of them!

Eno. What's thy pa fllon?

Scar. 7 The greater cantle of the world is loft]

With very ignorance we have kift away

Kingdoms and Provinces.

Eno. How appears the fight ?

Scar. " On our fide like the token'd peftilence,

" Where death is fure. Your 8 ribauld nag of Aigypt,

" (Whom leprofie o'ertake!) i' th' midft o' th' fight,

<c (When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd
" Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder ;)
*' The breeze upon her, like a cow in June,

6 W Antonias &fc] Which Plutarch fays, was the name of
Cleopatra's fhip. Mr. Pope.

7 The greater cantle ] A piece or lump. Mr. Pop?.

% Ribatild] A luxurious fquandcrer. Mr. P*p&

M 3 " Hoifts
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" Hoifts fails, and flies.

Eno. That I beheld:

Mine eyes did ficken at the fight, and could not

Endure a further view.

Scar, " She once being looft,

" The noble ruin of her magick, Antony,
* 6 Claps on his fea-wing, like a doating mallard,
<c Leaving the fight in height, flies after her :

I never faw an action of fuch Ifiame;

Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before

Did violate fo itfelf.

Eno. Alack, alack.

Enter Canidius.

Can. Our fortune on the fea is out of breath,

And finks moft lamentably. Had our General

Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well

:

Oh, he has given example for our flight,

Moft grofly by his own.

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts? why then, good
night, indeed.

Can. Towards Peloponnefus are they fled.

Scar. 'Tis eafy to't.

And there I will attend what further comes.

Can. To Cafar will I render

My legions and my horfe ; fix Kings already

Shew me the way of yielding.

Eno. I'll yet follow

The wounded chance of Antony though my realbn

Sits in the wind againft me. [Exeunt, feveralty.

Enter Antony, with Eros and other Attendants.

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon%
It is afham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither,

I am fo lated in the world, that I

Have loft my way for ever. I've a uYrp

Laden with gold, take that, divide it$ fly,

And make your peace with Gefar.

Omnes.
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Omnes. Fly ! not we.

Ant. I've fled myfelf, and have inftructed cowards

To run, and (hew their moulders. Friends, be gone.

I have myfelf refolv'd upon a courfe,

Which has no need of you. Be gone,

My treafure's in the harbour. Take it oh,

I foliow'd That I blufti to look upon •,

My very hairs do mutiny i for the white

Reprove the brown for ramnefs, and they them
For fear and doating. Friends, be gone ; you fhall

Have letters from me to fome friends, that will

Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not fad,

Nor make replies of lothnefs; take the hint,

Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left,

Which leave themfelves. To the fea- fide ftraight- way

:

I will poffcfs you of that fhip and treafure.

Leave me, I pray, a little j pray you now
Nay, do fo; for, indeed, I've loft command,
Therefore, I pray you I'll fee you by and by.

[Sits down.

Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Iras, to Antony.

Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort him.

Iras. Do, moft dear Queen.

Char. Do ? why, what elfe ?

Qeo. Let me fit down 5 oh Juno \

Ant. No, no, no, no, no.

Eros. See you here, Sir!

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie.

Char. Madam

—

\
—

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefs!

Eros. Sir, Sir.

Ant. " Yes, my lord, yes 5 he at PhiUppi kept
<c His fword e'en like a dancer, while I ftrook
" The lean and wrinkled Cqffiusy 9 and 'twas I,

" That
9 and "'twas I,

That the mad Brutus ended;-—] Nothing can be more in

character, than lor an infamous debauched tyrant to call tbo

M 4 heroic
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" That the mad Brutus ended ; he alone

Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had

In the brave fquares of war ; yet now—no matter—
Oeo\ Ah, ftand by.

Eros. The Qjeen, my lord, the Queen
Iras. Go to him, Madam, fpeak to him,

He is unqualified with very fhame.

Cleo. Well then, fuftain me; oh!

Er:s. Mod noble Sir, arife, the Queen approaches;

Her head's declin'd, and death will feize her, but

Your comfort makes the reicue.

Ant. I have ofTended reputation ;

A mod un noble fwerving

Eros. Sir, the Queen.

Ant. O whither haft thou Jed me, JEgypt ? fee.

How I convey my fhame out of thine eyes;

By looking back on what I've left behind^

'Stroy'd in di (honour.

Cko. Oh, my lord, my lord ;

Forgive my fearful fails; I little thought,

You would have follow'd.

Ant. Aigyp!, thou knew'fl too well,

My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by th' firing,

And thou fhould'ft towe me after. O'er my fpirit

Thy full fupremacy thou knew'ft; and that

Thy beck might from the bidding of the Gods
Command me.

Cko. Oh, my pardon.

Ant. Now Imuft
To the young man fend humble treaties, dodge
And palter in the fhift of Jownefs; who,

With half the bulk o' th' world, play 'd as I pleas'd^

Making and marring fortunes. You did know,
How much you were my conqueror ; and that

My fword, made weak by my affection, would

heroic love of ones country and pubiick liberty, vtudnifs; yet the

Oxford Eji;:r changes it to Jan Brutus.

Obey



Antony and Cleopatra.

Obey it on all caufe.

Cleo. O, pardon, pardon.

Ant. Fall not a tear, 1 fay; one of them rates

All that is won and loft: give me a kils,

Even this repays me.

We fent our fchoolmafter ; is he come back?

Love, I am full of lead ; fome wine,

Within there, and our viands: Fortune know?,

We fcorn her mod, when moft me offers blows.

[Exeunt.SCENE VIII.

Changes to Csefar'j Camp.

Enter Csefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thyreus, with others.

Caf.T ET him appear, that's come from Antony.

-L* Know you him ?

Dot. Cafar^ 'tis his fchoolmafter;

An argument that he is pluckt, when hither

He fends fo poor a pinnion of his wing,

Which had fuperfluous Kings for meflengers,

Not many moons gone by.

Enter Ambajjador from Antony.

Gef. Approach and fpeak.

Amb. Such as 1 am, I come from Antony

:

I was of late as petty to his ends,

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf

To his grand fea.

Caf. Be't fo, declare thine office.

Amb. Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and

Requires to live in J&gypt \ which not granted,

He ieffens his requelts, and to thee fues

To let him breathe between the heav'ns and earth,

A private man in Athens: this for him.

Next, Cleopatra dots confefs thy greatnefs ;

Submits her to thy might, and or thee craves

The
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The circle of the "Ptolemies for her heirs,

Now hazarded to thy grace.

Caf. F or Antony

\

I have no ears to his requeft. The Queen
Of audience, nor defire, (hall fail, fo fhe

From JEgypt drive her all~difgraced friend,

Or take his life there. This if fhe perform,

She mall not fue unheard. So to them Both.

Amb. Fortune purfue thee

!

C^f. Bring him through the bands

:

{Exit AmbaJJador,

To try thy eloquence now 'tis time ; difpatch,

From Antony win Cleopatra^ promife; [To Thyreus.

And, in our name, when fhe requires, add more
(From thine invention) offers. Women are not

In their beft fortunes ftrong ; but want will perjure

The ne'er-touch'd veftal. Try thy cunning, Thyreus ; *

Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we
"Will anfwer as a law.

Thyr. Ctffar, I go.

Caf. Obferve how Antony becomes his flaw;

And what thou think* ft his very action fpeaks

In every power that moves.

Thyr. Ccefar> I fhall. [Exeunt,
aSCENE IX.

Changes to Alexandria.

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras.

HAT mail we do, Enobarbus?

Eno. 1
(a) Drink, and die.

Cleo. Is Antony , or we, in fault for this ?

Enoi

i Drink> ami die ~\ This reply of Enobarbus feems grounded

upon a particularity in the conduct of Antony and Cleopatra,

which is related by Plutarch: that, after their defeat at A£iium y

they

\ [a) Drinkt and die. Oxford -Editor.-- Vulg. tkfaki and die.j
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Eno. Antony only, that would make his will

Lord of his realbn. What although you fled

From that great face of war, whofe feveral ranges

[Frighted each other? why mould he follow you ?

I The itch of his affection mould not then

Have nickt his captainmip ; at fuch a point,

When half to half the world oppos'd, he being

The meered queftion. 'Twas a mame no left

Than was his lofs, to courfe your flying flags,

And leave his navy gazing.

Geo. Pr'ythee, peace.

Enter Antony, with the AmbaJJador.

Ant. Is that his anfwer ?

Amb. Ay, my lord.

Ant. The Queen fliall then have courtefie,

ifio fhe will yield us up.

Amb. He lays fo.

Ant. Let her know't.

To the boy Ctefar fend this grizled head,

And he will fill thy wifhes to the brim

With Principalities.

Geo. Thy head, my lord ?

Ant. To him again ; tell him, he wears the rofe

* Of youth upon him ; from which, the world fhould

note

\
Something particular ; his coyn, mips, legions,

I
May be a coward's, whofe minifters would prevail

i Under the Service of a child, as foon

As i' th' command of Co?far. I dare him therefore

* To lay his gay companions apart,

And

they inftituted a fociety of friends who entered into engagement

to die with them, not abating in the mean time any part of their

luxury, excefs and riot, in which they had liv'd before. Oxford
Editor.

2 To lay his gay ccmparifons apart,

And anfwer me declin'd,- ] The fenfe is, let him not in-

fill on the inequality of our conditions, but defcend to my low
eftate,
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And anfwer me declin'd, fword againft fword,

Our felves alone \ I'll write it, follow me.

[Exit Antony;
Eno. Yes, like enough ; high-battled C<efar will

Unftate his happinefs, and be ftaged to th' mew
Againft a fworder.—" I fee, men's judgments are

" A parcel of their fortunes, and things outward
" Do draw the inward quality after them,
*' To fuffcr all alike. That he fhould dream,

Knowing all meafures, the full C<sfar will

Anfwer his emptinefs!

—

Gefar9 thou haft fubdu'd

His judgment too.

Enter a Servant.

Ser. A mefTenger from Ctffar.

Geo. What, no more ceremony? fee, my
women j-

Againft the blown rofe may they ftop their nofe,

That kneel'd unto the buds. Admit him, Sir.

Eno. Mine honefty and I begin to iquare;

The loyalty, well held, to fools does make
Our faith meer folly : yet he, that can endure

To follow with allegiance a fall'n lord,

Does conquer him that did his mafter conquer,

And earns a place i' th' ftory.

Enter Thyreus*

Cleo. Cafar's will ?

Tbyr. Hear it apart.

Cleo. None but friends ; fay boldly.

Tbyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony.

eftatc, and meet mc Tingle. I fappofe Shake/pear coined the word
comparifons analogically from the Italian, which fays, <veftit$

fojiti'vawente, to fignify one cloathed iimply and modefily, in

oppofnion to the comparative andfuperlatvve. But, as ufuaJ, he

has made it ferve to quibbk to

—

decline, another term of Gram-
mar.

Eno*
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Eno. 3 He needs as many, Sir, as Cafar has :

Or needs not us if Caefar pleafe. Our mafter

Will leap to be his friend : for, as you know,

Whofe he is, we are, and that's Ccefafs.

Thyr. So.

Thus then, thou moft renown'd, 4 Cafar intreats,

Not to confider in what cafe thou ftand'ft

Further than he is Cafar.

Cleo. Go on ; right royal.

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony

As you did love, but as you fear'd him.

Cleo. Oh ! [Afide.

Thyr. The fears upon your honour, therefore, he

Does pity, as conftrained blemifhes,

Not as deferv'd.

Cleo. He is a God, and knows
What is moft right. Mine honour was not yielded^

But conquer'd meerly.

Eno. To be fure of that,

I will ask Antony Sir, thou'rt fo leaky,

That we muft leave thee to thy finking>, for

|

Thy deareft quit thee. {Exit Eno.

3 He needs as many, Sir, as Caefar has:

Or needs not us. If Caefar pleafe, our mafler
Will leap &c] All fenfe is loit in this falfe pointing, which

Ihould be reformed thus,

He needs as many, Sir, as Caefar has ;

Or needs not us if Casfar pleafe. Our majler

Will leap Sec.

i. e. while he is at enmity with Cafar he needs a power equal

to Ctefar^ ; but if he pleafes to receive Antony into his frkndfhip

he will then want no other fupport. This is (enable and polite.

4 —- Caefar intreats,

Not to confider in ubat cafe thou ftand
1

ji

Further than he is Caefar.] i. e. Caefar intreats, that at the

fame time you confider your defperate fortunes, you would confider

he is Caefar : That is, generous and forgiving, able and willing

to reftore them.

Thyr.
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<fhyr. Shall I fay to Cefar

What you require of him ? he partly begs,

To be defir'd to give. It much would pleafe him,

That of his fortunes you would make a ftaff

To lean upon. But it would warm his fpirits,

To hear from me you had left Antony^

And put yourfelf under his fhroud, the univerfal land-

lord.

Cleo. What's your name ?

fhyr. My name is Tbyreus.

Cleo. 5 Mod kind meffenger,

Say to great C&far this ; in deputation

I kifs his conqu'ring hand : tell him, I'm prompt
To lay my crown at's feet, and there to kneel.

Tell him, that from his all-obeying breath

I hear the doom of ALgypt.

Thyr. 'Tis your nobleft courfe :

" Wifdom and fortune combating together,
<c If that the former dare but what it can,

" No chance may make it. Give me grace to lay

My duty on your hand.

Cleo. Your Ccefafs father ofr,

When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdoms in,

Beftow'd his lips on that unworthy place,

As it rain'd kiffes.

< ^jj v f3 M
5 Moft kind meffenger ;

Say to great Caefar this in Disputation,
1 kifs his conqu'ring hand: ] The poet certainly wrote,

Moft kind meffenger,

Say to great Caefar this ; in Deputation
1 kifs his conquering hand:

i. e. by Proxy ; I depute you to pay him that duty in my name.

f 4. * i I H

SCENE
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SCENE X.

Enter Antony, and Enobarbus.

Ant. Favours ! by Jove, that thunders.

[Seeing Thyreus kifs her hand.

What art thou, fellow ?

Ihyr. One that but performs

The bidding of the fulleft man, and worthieft

To have command obey'd.

Eno. You will be whipp'd.

Ant. Approach there ah, you kite ! now, Gods
and Devils

!

Authority melts from me of late.—When I cry'd, hoa!
4 Like boys unto a mufs, Kings would ftart forth,

, And cry, your will ? have you no ears?

I'm Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, #nd whip him.

Enter Servants.

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion's whelp,

Than with an old one dying.

Ant. Moon and (tars ! •

Whip him : Were't twenty of the grcateft Tribu-

taries

That do acknowledge C<efar, mould I find them
So faucy with the hand of She here, (what's her name,

Since (he was Cleopatra?)—whip him, fellows-

Till, like a boy, you fee him cringe his face,

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence.

Thyr. Mark Antony > -

Ant. Tug him away; being whipp'd,

Bring him again : this Jack of Cafar's fhall

Bear us an errand to him. [Exeunt with Thyreus,

You were half blafted, ere I knew you: ha!

Have I my pillow left unpreft in Rome,

6 Like boys unto a muls,—] /. e. a fcramble. Mr. Pope.

For-
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Forborn the getting of a lawful race,

And by ajem of women, to be abus'd

By one that looks on feeders ?

Cleo. Good my Lord, »

Ant. You have been a boggier ever.

But when we in our vicioufnefs grow hard,

(Oh mifery on't!) the wife Gods feal our eyes

:

In our own filth drop our clear judgments ; make us

Adore our errors, laugh at's while we ftrut

To our confufion.

Cleo. Oh, is't come to this ?

Ant. I found you as a morfel, cold upon

Dead Cafar's trencher : nay, you were a fragment

Of Cneius Pompefs •, befides what hotter hours,

Unregiftred in vulgar fame, you have

Luxurioufly pickt out. For, I am fure,

Though you can guefs what temperance mould be9

You know not what it is.

Cleo. Wherefore is this ?

Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards,

And fay, God quit you, be familiar with

My play-fellow, your hand; this kingly feal,

And plighter of high hearts!—O that I were

Upon the hill of Bafan, to out-roar

The horned herd, for I have favage caufe !

And to proclaim it civilly, were like

A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank

For being yare about him. Is he whipp'd ?

Re-enter a Servant, with Thyreus.

Ser. Soundly my lord.

Ant. Cry'd he ? and begg'd a' pardon ?

Ser, He did ask favour.

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent

Thou waft not made his daughter ; and be thou forry

To follow Cafar in his triumph, fince

Thou haft been whipp'd for following him. Hence-
forth,

The
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The white hand of a lady fcaver thee,

Shake to look on't.—Go, get thee back to Cafar 9

Tell him thy entertainment; look, thou fay,

He makes me angry with him: For he fcems

Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am,

Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry

;

And, at this time, mod eafie 'tis to do't :

When my good ftars, that were my former guides,

Have empty left their orbs, and (hot their fires

Into the abyfm of hell. If he maflike

My fpeech, and what is done, tell him, he has

Hipparcbus my enfranchis'd bondman, whom
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture,

As he mall like, to quit me. Urge it thou:

Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. {Exit Thyreus.

Cleo. Have you done yet ?

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon is now eclips'd,

And it portends alone the fall of Antony.

Cleo. I muft (lay his time.—

—

Ant. To flatter C<£far9 would you mingle eyes

With one that tyes his points?

Cleo. Not know me yet ?

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me

!

Cleo. Ah, dear, if I be fo,

From my cold heart let heaven ingender hail,

And poifon't in the fource, and the firft done
Drop in my neck; as it determines, fo

DifTolve my life ! the next Ccefario fmite !

'Till by degrees the memory of my womb,
Together with my brave Egyptians all,

By the (a) difcandying of this pelletted ftorm,

Lie gravelefs 'till the flies and gnats of Nile

Have buried them for prey

!

Ant. I'm fatisfkd

:

C<efar fets down in Alexandria^ where

[ (a) difcandying. Dr. Tbirlhy.—-Firft. Folio, difcandering.]

Vol. vii. N I
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I will oppofe his fate. Our force by land

Hath nobly held ; our lever'd navy too

Have knit again, and float, threatning moft fea-like.

Where haft thou been, my heart ? doft thou hear, lady ?

If from the field I fliould return once more

To kifs thefe lips, I will appear in blood j

1 and my fword will earn my chronicle-,

There's hope in't yet.

Cleo. That's my brave lord.

Ant. I will be treble- finew'd, hearted, breath'd,

And fight malicioufly : for when my hours

7 Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome lives

Of me for jefts \ but now I'll let my teeth,

And fend to darknefs all that (lop me. Come,
Let's have one other gaudy night : call to me
All my fad captains, fill our bowls \ once more

Let's mock the midnight bell.

Cleo. It is my birth-day

1 had thought, t'have held it poor : But fince my lord

Is Antony again, J will be Cleopatra.

Ant. We will yet do well.

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord.

Ant. Do fo, we'll fpeak to them, and to night I'll

force

The wine peep through their fears. Come on, my
Queen

;

There's fap in't yet. The next time I do fight,

I'll make death love me: for I will contend

Even with his peftilent fey the. [Exeunt.

Eno. " Now he'll out-ftare the lightning ; to be
furious,

u h to be frighted out of fear ; and, in that mood,
w The dove will peck the eftridge 3 and, I fee ftilJ,

" A diminution in our captain's brain

7 Were nice and lucky,—— ] Nice, for delicate, courtly, flowing
: n peace!

" Rcftorcs
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" Reftores his heart ; when valour preys on reafon,

It cacs the iword it rights with : I will feek

Some way to leave him. [Exit*

A C T IV. SCENE!
C^SAR'i Camp.

Enter Gefar, Agrippa, and Meccenas, with their

Army. Caefar reading a Letter,

C je s A R.

HE calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power
To beat me out of AEgypt. My mefTenger

He hath whipt with rods, dares me to perfonal combat^

Ccefar to Antony. Let the old ruffian know,

I have many other ways to die : mean time,

Laugh at his challenge.

Mec. Ctefar mud think,

When one lb great begins to rage, he's hunted

Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now
Make boot of his diftra&ion : never angef

Made good guard for itfelf.

Qzf. Let our beft heads

Know that to morrow the laft of many battles

We mean to fight. Within our files there are

Of thofe that ierv'd Mark Antony but late,

Enough to fetch him in. See, it be done j

And feaft the army ; we have ftore to do't,

And they have earn'd the wafte. Foot Antony!

[Exeunt.

SCENE,
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SCENE II.

The Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian,
Iras, Alexas, zvttb others.

Ant, TIE will not fight with me, Dcmitius.

k~X Eno. No.
Ant. Why mould he not?

Eno. H thinks, being twenty times of better fortune,

He's twenty men to one

Ant. To morrow, foldier,

By Tea and land I'll fight: or I will Jive,

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood

Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well?

Eno. I'll ftrike, and cry, " take all.

Ant. Well faid, come on :

Caii forth my houfhold lervants, let's to night

Enter Servants.

Be bounteous at our meal. Give me thy hand,

Thou haft been rightly honeft j fo hail thou,

And thou, and thou, and thou : you've ferv'd me well

And Kings have been your fellows.

Geo. What means this ?

Eno. 1 'Tis one of thole odd Traits, which forrow

moots

i '27* one oft/:: & d& r r i ess,—] The uniformity of the

metaphor leads us to ke that S'.\;iiy*ear wroic trai rs, arrows,

(hafts. A fimilar expreffion we have in Cymbcline ; 'Twos but a
bolt of nothings Jkot at nothing, ivbicb the brain makes of fumes.

J^ai etc que/que terns a entendre ce que ^jous rvoulez me dire par un

trait que <vos tirez cov.tre moi, {ays M. de Tureane in one of his

letters ; where the word trait has much the fame fignifkacion as

in the place before us. The Oxford 'Editor alters it to freaks ;

but fure any thing which is predicated affreais may be predicated

of tricks, and nonfenfe for nenfenfe, the old lhojld keep its

ground as being in poffeflion.
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Out of the minci.

Ant. And thou art honeft too

:

I wifh, I could be made fo many men;
And all of you clapt up together in

An Antony \ that I might do you fervice,

So good as you have done.

Omnes. The Gods forbid

!

Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to night;

Scant not my cups, and make as much of me,
As when mine Empire was your fellow too,

And fuffer'd my command.
Cleo. What does he mean ?

Eno. To make his followers weep.

Ant. Tend me to night;

May be, it is the period of your duty

;

Haply, you mail not fee me more ; or if,—

—

A mangled fhadow. It may chance to morrow,
You'll lerve another mafter. I look on you,

As one that takes his leave. Mine honefl friends,

I turn you not away ; but like a matter

Married to your good fervice, ftay till death :

Tend me to nighc two hours, I ask no more,

And the Gods yield you for't!

Eno. What mean you, Sir,

To give them this difcomfort ? look, they weep.

And I, an afs, am onion-ey'd; for (fume,

Transform us not to women.
Ant. Ho, ho, ho

!

Now 1
the witch take me, if I meant it thus

!

Grace grow, where thole drops fall ! my hearty friends,

You take me in too dolorous a fenfe ;

I fpake t' you for your comfort, did defire you

To burn this night wich torches : know, my hearts,

I hope well of to morrow, and will lead you,

Where rather 1*11 expert: victorious life,

2 — the witch take me>— ] *\ e, blaft, bewitch,

N 3 Thau
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Than death and honour. Let's to fupper, come,

And drown confideration. [Exeunt.

SCENE. A Court of Guard before the Palace.

Enter a company of Soldiers.

I Sold. TJ Rother, good night : to morrow is the day.

JJ 2 Sold. It will determine one way : Fare

you well.

Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets ?

1 Sold. Nothing : what news ?

2 Sold. Belike, 'tis but a rumour ; good night to you.

1 Sold. Well, Sir, good night.

[They meet with other Soldiers.

2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch.

1 Sold. And you, good night, good night.

[They plr.ee themfehes in every corner of the Jlage.

2 Sold. Here, we and if to morrow
Our navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope

Our landmen will ftand up.

i Sold. 'Tis a brave army, and full of purpofe.

[Mufick of the hautboys is under thefiagt.

z Sold. Peace, what noik ?

1 Sold. Lift, lid

!

2 Sold. Hark!
1 Sold. Muuck ?th' air. •

3 Sold. Under the earth.—
It fienes well, does it not ?

2 Sold. No.
1 Sold. Peace, I fay : what mould this mean !

2 Sold. 'Tis the God Hercules^ who loved Antony^

Now leaves him.

1 Sold. Walk, let's fee if other watchmen
Do hear what we do.

2 Sold. How now, mafters ? [Speak together.

Qmnes*
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Omnes. How now ? how now ? do you hear this ?

i Sold. Is't not (trange?

3 Sold. Do you hear, matters ? do you hear ?

i Sold. Follow the noifc fo far as we have quarter,

Let's lee how 'twill give off.

Omnes. Content: 'tis ltrange. lExeunJ.

SCENE III.

Changes to Cleopatra^ Palace.

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with others.

Ant.V^ROS, mine armour, Eros.

&2j Cleo. Sleep a little.

Ant. No, my chuck : Eros, come, mine armour,

Eros.

Enter Eros.

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on ;

If fortune be not ours to day, it is

Becaufe we brave her. Come.
Cleo. Nay, I'll help too, Antony.

What's this for? ah, let be, let be; thou art

The armourer of my heart •,— falfe, falfe; this, this

Sooth-la, I'll help : thus it mud be.

Ant. Well, well, we (hall thrive now;
Seeft thou, my good fellow? Go, put on thy defences.

Eno. Briefly, Sir.

Cleo. Is not this buckled well ?

• Ant. Rarely, rarely :

He that unbuckles this, till we do plea
r
e

To doff't for our repofe, fhall hear a dorm.
Thou fumbled, Eros-, and my Queen's a fquire

More tight at this than thou ; difpatch. O love

!

That thou could'ft fee my wars to day, and kncw*ft

N 4 The
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The royal occupation ; thou ftiould'ft fee

A workman in't.

Enter an armed Soldier.

Good morrow to thee, welcome ;

Thou look'ft like him, that knows a warlike charge :

To bufinefs that we love we rife betime,

And go to't with delight.

Sold. A thoufand, Sir,

Early though't be, have on their rivetted trim,

And at the port expect you. [Shout. Trumpets flourijb.

Enter Captains and Soldiers.

Cap, The morn is fair ; good morrow. General

!

All. Good morrow, General

!

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads.

This morning, like the fpirit of a youth

That means to be ofnote, begins betimes.

So, fo come, give me that,— this way— well faid.

Fare thee well, dame, what e'er becomes of me,
This is a foldier's kifs : rebukeable,

And worthy fhameful cheek it were, to ftand

On more mechanick compliment : Til leave thee

Now, like a man of fteel. You, that will fight,

Follow me clofe, Til bring you to't : adieu. [Exeunt,,

Char. Pleafe you to retire to your chamber ?

Cleo. Lead me :

He goes forth gallantly : That he and Cafar might
Determine this great war in fingle fight

!

Then, Antony^ but now,—well on. [Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE IV.

Changes to a Camp,

trumpets found. Enter Antony and Eros ; a Soldier

meeting them.

Sold.'~Y* H E Gods make this a happy day to Antony!

X Ant. 'Would, thou and thofe thy fears had
once prevail'd

To make me fight at land !

Eros. Had ft thou done fo,

The Kings, that have revolted, and the Soldier,

That has this morning left thee, would have (till

Follow'd thy heels.

Ant. Who's gone this morning?
Eros. Who ?

One ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus,

He mail not hear thee or from Gzfar's camp
Say, " I am none of thine.

Ant. What fay'ft thou ?

Sold. Sir,

He is with Cafar.

Eros. Sir, his chefts and treafure

He has not with him.

Ant. Is he gone ?

Sold. Moft certain.

Ant. Go, Eros* fend his treafure after, do it,

Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him,

I will fubferibe gentle adieus, and greetings:

Say, that I wifh he never find more caufe

To change a mafter. Oh, my fortunes have

Corrupted heneft men ! difpatch, my Eros. [Exeitntj

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Changes to Cxfcr's Camp.

Enter C<cfar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and
Dolabella.

Ccef.f
'^Q forth, Agrippa. and begin the fight:

\.
J 1 Our will is, Antony be"took alive j

Make it fo known.

Agr. Ccefar, I mall.

Caf. The time of univerfal Peace is near ;

Prove this a profp'rous day, the thrce-nook'd world
4 Shall bear the olive freely.

Enter a MeJTenger.

Mef. Mark Antony is come into the field.

Gef. Go, charge, Agrippa ;

Plant thofe, that have revoked, in the Van,

That Antony may item to fpend his fury

Upon himfclf. [_Exemit.

Eno. AUxas did revolt, and went to Jezvry on
Affairs of Antony ; there did pcrfwade

Great Herod to incline himfclf to Ctejar,

And leave his matter Antony. For this pains,

Crffar hath hang'd him : Canidius^ and the reft,

3 Our nil! is, Antony he took alive ;] It is cbfervable with

what judgment $baktfiear draws the character of Qdavius.
/.<;•;'-

;
was his Hero; ib the other was not to fhine: yet being an

hillcncal cha-atfer, there was a neceility to draw him like. But
the ancient hillorians his flatterers, had delivered him down fo

fair, that he feems ready cut and dried for a Hero. Amidit thefe

dinicuities Shake/pear has extricated himfelf with great addrefs.

He nas admitted all thofe great itrokes of his character as he found

them, and yet has made him a very unamiable character, deceitful,

mean -fpiri ted, narrow-minded, proud and revengeful.

4 Shall bear the dive freely.] /. e. {hall fpring up every-

where fpoRtaneotjily and without culture,

That



Antony a?:d Cleopatra.
That fell away, have entertainment, but

No honourable truft : 1 have done ill,

Of which I do accufe myfelf lb forely,

That I will joy no more.

Enter a Soldier of Ca^farV.

Sold. EnobarbuSy Antony

Hath after thee fentall thy treafure, with

His bounty over-plus. The mefienger

Came on my guard, and at thy tent is now
Unloading of his mules.

Eno. I give it you.

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus,

I tell you true bed you lee fafe the bringer

Out of the hoft: I mud attend mine office.

Or would have done't myfelf. Your Emperor
Continues ftill a Jcve. [Exit.

Eno. Iam alone the villain of the earth,

And feel, I am fo, moil. O Antony,

Thou Mine of bounty, how would'it thou have paid

My better fervice, when my turpitude

Thou doft fo crown with gold.' This bows my heart

;

If fwift thought break it not, a fwifter mean
Shall out-ftrike thought but thought will da*t, I feel.

I fight againft thee! no, I will go feek

Some ditch, where I may die ; the foul'ft bed fits

My latter part of life.

SCENE VI.

Before the Walk of Alexandria.

Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa.

jigr.X^ Etire, we have engag'd our felves too far :

XV Ccefar himfeii has work, 5 and our opprtfTion

Exceeds what we expected. [Exit.

c —-ans cur oppreffioo] Opprrffien. for oppo&tlcn.
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Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scams wounded.

Scar. O my brave Emperor! this is fought indeed \

Had we done fo at firft, we had drovtn them home
With clouts about their heads.

Ant, Thou bleed'ft apace.

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T,
But now 'tis made an H.

Ant. They do retire.

Scar. We'll beat 'em into bench-holes j I have yet

Room for fix fcotches more.

Enter Eros.

Eros. They're beaten, Sir, and our advantage ferves

For a fair vi&ory.

Scar. Let us fcore their backs,

And fnatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind;

*Tis fport to maul a runner.

Ant. I will reward thee

Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold

For thy good valour. Come thee on.

Scar. I'll halt after. {Exeunt.

Alarum. Enter Antony again in a March, Scarus

with others.

Ant. We've beat him to his camp -

9

6
run one before,

And let the Queen know of our Gefts; to morrow.,

Before the fun fhall lee's, we'll fpill the blood

That has to day efcap'd. I thank you all

;

For doughty-handed are you, and have fought

6 run one before

And let the Queen know of our Guefts — ] What GueJIs was
the Qaeen to know of? Antony was to nght again on the morrow ;

and he had not yet faid a word of marching to Alexandria, and
treating his officers in the Palace. We mult read,

And let the Queen foioiv of our Gefts.

i. e. resgejia', our kats, our glorious actions. A term then in

common ufe.

Not
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Not as you ferv'd the caufe, but as't had been

Each man's like mine ; you've fhewn yourfelves all

Heftors.

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends,

Tell them your feats, whilft they with joyful tears

Warn the congealment from your wounds, and kite

The honour'd games whole. Give me thy hand,

[To Scarus.

Enter Cleopatra.

<c 7 To this great Faiery I'll commend thy acts,

f* Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o'th' world,
" * Chain mine arm'd neck > leap thou, attire and all,

F Through proof of harnefs, to my heart, and there

" 9 Ride on the pants triumphing.

Cleo. Lord of Lords!

Oh, infinite virtue! com'ft thou fmiling from
" The world's great fnare uncaught ?

Ant. My nightingale!

We've beat them to their beds. What ! Girl, though

gray

Do fomething mingle with our younger brown, yet

ha'we

A brain that nourifhes our nerves, and can

Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man,
Commend unto his lips thy 1 favouring hand

:

Kifs it, my warrior ; he hath fought to day,
*' As if a God in hate of mankind had

r Deftroyed in fuch a lb ape.

Cleo. Fll give thee, friend,

An armour all of gold \ it was a King's.

7 To this great Faiery -] For Inchantrefs, in which fenfe

the word is often ufed in the old romances.

8 Chain mine arm"
]d neck ; ] Alluding to the gothic cuftom

cf men of worftiip wearing gold chains about the neck.

9 Ride on the panti triu?,»$bing.~] Alluding to an admiral fhip

on the billows after a ftorm. The metaphor is extremely fine.

i Here Mr. Theobald reftores an f depofed by the printer to

make room for an f.

Ant.
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Ant. He has deferv'd it, were it carbuncled

Like holy Pbcsbus* Car. Give me thy hand 5

Through Alexandria make a jolly march ;

* Bear our hackt targets, like the men that owe them.

Had our great palace the capacity

To camp this hoft, we would all flip together;

And drink carowfes to the next day's fate,

Which promifes royal peril. Trumpeters,

With brazen din blaft you the city's ear,

Make mingle with our ratling tabourines,

Thatheav'n and earth may ftrike their founds together,

Applauding our approach. [Exeunt,

SCENE VII.

Changes to Ge&r'j Camp.

Enter a Centry, and his Company. Enobarbus/tfZfcav.

Cent. IF we be not reliev'd within this hour,

JL We muft return to th* Court of Guard \ the

night

Is fhiny, and, they fay, we mail embattle

By th' fecond hour i'th' morn.

1 Watch. This laft day was a fhrewd one to's.

Eno. O bear me witncfs, night!

2 Watch. What man is this P

1 Watch. Stand clofe, and lift him.

Eno. Be witnefs to me, O thou blelTed moon,
When men revolted (hall upon record

Bear hateful memory poor Enoharbus did

Before thy face repent.

Cent. Enoharbus?

3 Watch. Peace hark further.

Eno. " Oh fovereign Miitrefs of true melancholy,

2 Bear cur hackt target:, like the men thai once them.] i. e.

hac'a as much as the m*r4 are, to whom they belong.

« The
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" The poifonous damp of night 4

difpunge upon me,
" That life, a very rebel to my will,

u May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart

Againlt the flint and hardnefs of my fault,

W hich, being dried with grief, will break to powder,
And finifli all loul thoughts. Oh Antonyy

Nobler than my revolt is infamous,

Forgive me in thine own particular

;

But let the world rank me in regifter

A mafter- leaver, and a fugitive :

Oh Antony ! oh Antony!

1 Watch. Let's fpcak to him.

Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he fpeaks

May concern Cafar.

2 Watch. Let's do fo, but he fleeps.

Cent. Swoons rather, for lb bad a prayer as his

Was never yet for lleep.

1 Watch. Go we to him.

2 Watch. Awake, Sir, awake, fpeak to us.

1 Watch. Hear you, Sir ?

Cent. The hand of death has raught him.

[Drums afar ojf\

5 Hark, how the drums demurely wake the fleepers :

Let's bear him to the Court of Guard ; he is of note.

Our hour is fully out.

2 Watch. Come on then, he may recover yet.

[Exeunt.

2 difpunge upon me,~\ Difpunge a word of his own inven-

tion, from the fqueezing out a Ipunge upon any one.

3 Hark, how the drums demurely ]
Demurely for folemnly.

The Oxford Editor changes demurely to din early,

SCENE
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SCENE VIII.

Between the two Camps.

Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army.

Ant. Hp HEIR preparation is to day by Tea,

A We pleafe them not by land.

Scar. For both, my Lord.

Ant. I would, they'd fight i' th' fire, or in the air,

We'd fight there too. But this it is ; our foot

Upon the hills adjoining to the City

Shall (lay with us. Order for fea is given

;

They have put forth the haven : further on,
4 Where their appointment we may beft difcover,

And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt.

Enter Qefar, and his Army.

C*ef.
5 But being charg'd, we will be ftill by land,

Which, as I take't, we mall ; for his bed force

Is forth to man his Gallies. To the vales,

And hold our beft advantage. [Exeunt.

[Alarmn afar off, as at a fea-fight.

Enter Antony and Scarus.

Ant. Yet they are notjoin'd:

Where yond pine ftands, I fhall difcover all,

4 Where their appointment we may heji difcover,

And look on their endeavour.] i. e. where we may beft dif-

cover their numbers, and fee their motions.

5 But being charged, we will be ftill by land,
Which, as I take7, weJhall

;

— ] /. e. unlefs we be charged
we will remain quiet at land, which quiet I fuppofe we fhall

keep. But being charged was a phrafe of that time, equiva-
lent to unlefs we be, which the Oxford Editor not undemand-
ing, he has alter'd the lines thus,

Not being charged, we will be fill by land,
Which as I take't we fhall not»

I'll
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I'll bring thee word ftraighr, how 'tis like to go. [Exit.

Scar. Swallows have built

In Cleopatra's fails their nelts. The Augurs
Say, they know not— they cannot tell—look grimly,

And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Antony

Is valiant, and dejected and by ftarts,

His fretted fortunes give him hope and fear

Of what he has, and has not. [Exit.

S C E N E IX.

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria.

Enter Antony.

Ant. A L L*s loft! this foul ^Egyptian hath betray'd

me!
My fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonder

They call their caps up, and caroufe together

Like friends long loft. Triple-turn'd whore ! 'tis thou

Haft fold me to this Novice, and my heart

Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly,

For when I am reveng'd upon my Charm,
I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone.
<c Oh, Sun, thy uprife mall I fee no more

:

** Fortune and Antony part here, even here
•c Do we make hands— all come to this!— 6

the hearts,

M That pantler'd me at heels, to whom I gave,
" Their

j ,The hearts

That pannell'd me at heels, &c] Pannelling at heels muft

mean here, following: but where was the word ever found in

fuch a fenfe ? Pannel fignifies but three things, that 1 know, in

the Englijb tongue, none of which will fuit with the allufions

here requifite; <viz. That roll or fchedule of parchment on which

the names of a Jury are enter'd, which therefore is call'd empan~

helling ; a pane or flip of wainfcot j and a packfaddle for beafts

of burden. The text is corrupt, and Shakejpear muft certainly

have wrote

;

That pantler'd me at heels*

i . e . run after me like footmen, or pantlers ; which word originally

Vol. VII. O %ni<
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<c Their wi flies, do difcandy, melt their fweets

" On bloflbming CJefar : and this pine is bark'd,

That over-topt them all. Betray'd I am.

Oh, this falfe foul of JEgyptl this gay Charm,
Whofe eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them

home,
Whofe bofom was my Crownet, my chief end,

Like a right Gipfie, hath at fall and loofe

BeguilM me 8
to the very heart of lofs.

What Eros ! Eros

!

Enter Cleopatra.

Ah! thoufpell! avant.-

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againft his Love?
Ant. Vanifli, or I fhall give thee thy deferving,

And blemifii C<efar
9
s Triumph. Let him take thee*

And hoift thee up to the fhouting Plebeians ;

Follow his chariot, like the greateft fpot

Of all thy fex. ?Moft monfter-like, be fliewn

For poor'ft diminutives, for doits; and let

Patient Oftavia plough thy vifage up

fignified the fervants who have the care of the bread, but is ufed
by our poet for a menial fervant in general, as well as in its

native acceptation.

Thus in Cymbeline,

A hildingfor a livry, a Squire's cloth,

A pantler; —
And Timciiy

page thy heels,

And skip vjhen thou point*Jl out.

8 to the very heart of lofs.] i. e. to the very centre

;

alluding to the term of the heart if ivood.

9 -

—

—moft monfter-like, beJhevcn
For poor'ft diminutives, for dolts;— ] As the alluf-on

here is to monfters carried about in mews, it is plain, that the
words, for pooreft diminutives, mull mean for the leaft piece of
money ; we mult therefore read the next word,

for doits, farthings,

which mews what he means by poorejl diminutives.

With
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1 With her prepared nails. 'Tis well, thour't gone $

[Exit Cleopatra,

If it be well to live. But better 'twere,

Thou feirft into my fury 3 for one death

Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa

!

The fliirt of Ncfftis is upon me ; teach me,

Alcides , thou mine anceftor ; thy rage
% (a) Led thee lodge Lichas on the horns o' th' Moon,
And with thofe hands that grafpt the heavieft club,

Subdue (b) thy worthier!: felf. The Witch fhall die

;

To the young Roman boy (he hath fold me, and I fall

Under his plot : me dies for't. Eros, hoa! [Exit.

Re-enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian.

Cko. Help me, my women ! oh , he is more mad
Than Telamon for hisfhield; the boar of TbeJ/aly

Was never fo imboft.

Char, To th
5 Monument,

There lock your felf, and fend him word you're dead ;

<c The foul and body rive not more in parting,
* c Than Greatnefs going off.

Cleo. To th' Monument :

Mardian, go tell him i have fiain myfelfj

Say, that the laft I fpoke was Antony ;

And word it, pr'ythee, piteoufly. Hence, Mardian,

And bring me how he takes my death. To th*

Monument. [Exeunt.

1 With her prepared nails. ] i. e. with nails which me fuf-

fered to grow for this purpofe.

2 Led thee lodge Lichas on the horns o tti moon,'] This image
our poet feems to have taken from Seneca's Hercules, who fays

Lichas being lanched Into the air, fprinkled the clouds with hi3

blood. Sophocles , on the fame occafion, talks ac a much foberer

rate.

[[a) Led thee lodge Lichas,

—

Oxford Editor~~-~X\Ag. Let me
hdge Lichas.]

[(h) —thy ivorthief felf Oxford Editor— Vulg. my <voor~

Oz SCENE
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S C E N E X.

Re-enter Antony, and Eros.

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ft me.

Eros. Ay, noble Lord.

Ant. ' Sometime, we fee a cloud that's dragonifh

;

A vapour, fometime, like a bear, or lion,

A tower'd citadei, a pendant rock,

A forked mountain, or blue promontory

With trees upon't, that nod unto the world,
« And mock our eyes with air. Thou'ft feen thefe

8 figns,

c They are black Vefper's pageants.

Eros. Av, my Lord.

Ant. c That, which is now a horfe, even with a
6 thought

5 The Rack diflimns, and makes it indiftindt

c As water is in water.

Eros. It do's, my Lord.

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy Captain is

Even fuch a body •, here Pm Antony^

Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape, my knave.

I made thefe wars for Mgyj>t\ and the Queen,

Whole heart, I thought, I had, (for flie had mine ;

Which, whilft it was mine, had annext unto't

A million more, now loft !) me, Eros, has
3 Packt cards with Cafar, and falfe play'd my Glory

Unto an enemy's triumph

Nay,
3 Packt cards with Caefar, end falfe play'd my Glory

Unto an enemy's triumph ] Shaktfpear has here, as

ufual, taken his metaphor from alow trivial fubjett; but has

enublcd it with much art, by fo contriving that the principal term

in the fubject from whence the metaphor was taken, mould be-

long to, and foil the dignity of the fubjecT: to which the metaphor
is transferred : thereby providing a: once for the integrity of the

figuie, and the noblenefi of the thought. And this by the word
triumph, which either fignihes tiSIaviufs conqueib, or what

we
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Nay, weep not, gentle Eros y there is left us

Our felves to end our felves.

Enter Mardian.

Oh, thy vile Lady !

Sh' has robb'd me of my fword.

Mar. No, Antony!

My miftrefs lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled

With thine entirely.

Ant. Hence, faucy Eunuch, peace, fhe hath bc-

tray'd me,

And (he mail die the death.

Mar. 4 Death of one perfon can be paid but once,
4 And that fhe has difchargM What thou would'ft do,

* Is done unto thy hand > the laft fhe fpake
* Was, Antony I moft noble Antony I

6 Then in the midft a tearing Groan did break
* The name of Antony it was divided
c Between her heart and lips j fhe render'd life,

* Thy name fo buried in her.

Ant. Dead then j

Mar. Dead.

Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long day's task is done,

And we muft fleep •, that thou depart'ft hence fafe,

Does pay thy labour richly ; go. [Exit Mardian.

Off, pluck off;-

The feven-fold fhield of Ajax cannot keep

The battery from my heart. O cleave, my fides!

Heart, once be ftronger than thy continent,

Crack thy frail cafe ! apace, Eros, apace.

we now call, contrafledly, the trump at [cards, then called the

triumph or the triumphing fort. This ufe of the word fitted the

venerable Latimer with a quibbling text to a fermon, preached to

the fcholars at Cambridge again ft card-playing, from Proverbs,

as it is in the old tranllation, My Jon be wife, and make the heart

triumph ; which fignified either, Make the heart glad}
or make

hearts trumps.

o 3 No
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No more a Soldier bruifed pieces, go \

[Unarming himfelf.

You have been nobly borne;—from me a while

[Exit Eros,

I will o'ertake thee, Cleopatra, and

Weep for my pardon. So't muft be, for now
All length is torture ; fince the torch is out,

Lye down and dray no further. Now all labour

Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles

Itfelf with ftrengch 4 feal then, and all is done.

Eros!— I come, my Queen

—

Eros

!

— ftay for me,

Where fouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand,

And with our fprightly port make the Ghofts gaze;
§ Dido and her Sichaus fhall want troops,

And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros, Eros!

Enter Eros.

Eros. What would my Lord ?

Ant. Since Cleopatra died,

I've liv'd in fuch diflionour, that the Gods
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my fword

4 feal then, and all is done."] Metaphor taken from civil

contracts, where, when all is agreed on, thefealing compleats the

contract ; fo he had determined to die, and nothing remain'd but

to give the ftroke. The Oxford Editor not apprehending this,

alters it to Jleep then,

5 Dido and her JEk e as Jhall want troops,] But Dido's fond-

nefs did not reach to the other world : She then defpifed JEneai,

and return'd to her old affection for Sichaeus.

tandem corripuit fefe, atque inimica refugit

Jn Ncmus umbriferum : Conjunx ubi prijiinus illi

Jtefpondct curis, tequatque Sichaeus amorem.

I mould think, therefore, that the poet wrote,

Dido and her Sichjeus —

—

And the rather, becaufe the comparifon of Antony to Sich<eus is

remarkably appofite. Sichaus was murder'd by his brother Pygma-

lion for his wealth, on which his wife Dido fled into Africa : So
Jntony was fought with and defeated at Aclium by his brother

vius, for his mare of the dominion of the world, whereon

Clcofatr'a (led from the vigor's rage into Mgypt.

Quarter'd
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Quartered the world, and o'er green Neptune's back,

With (hips, made cities; condemn my felf, to lack

The courage of a woman ; lefs noble minded
Than fhe, which, by her death, our Cafar tells,

<c I'm conqueror of myfelf." Thou art (worn, Eros,

That when the exigent fliould come, which now
Is come indeed, when I mould fee behind me
Th' inevitable profecution of difgrace

And horrour, that on my command thou then

Would'ft kill me. Do it, for the time is come

:

Thou ftrik'ft not me, 'tis Cafar thou defeat'it.

Put colour in thy cheek.

Eros. The Gods with-hold me !

Shall I do That, which all the Parthian darts,

Though enemy, loft aim, and could not ?

Ant. Eros,

Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee

Thy mafter thus with pleacht arms, bending down
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd

To penetrative fhame : whilft the wheeled feat

Of fortunate Cafar, drawn before him, branded

His bafenefs thatenfued?

Eros. I would not fee't.

Ant. Come then ; for with a wound I muft becur'd.

Draw that thy honeft fword, which thou haft worn
Moll ufefujj for thy Country.

Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me.

Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft thou not

then

To do this when I bade thee ? do it at once,

Or thy precedent Cervices are all

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come.
Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance,

Wherein the worfhip of the whole world lies.

Ant. Lo thee.— [Turningfrom him*

Eros. My fword is drawn.

Ant. Then let it do at once

O 4 The
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The thing why thou haft drawn it.

Eros. My dear Mafter,

My Captain, and my Emp'ror ! Let me fay,

Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel.

Ant. 'Tis faid, man,——and farewel.

Eros. Farewel, great Chief. Shall I ftrike now ?

Ant. Now, Eros.

Eros. Why, there then— [Eros kills himfelf.

Thus do I elcape the forrow

Of Antony's death. [Dies.

Ant. Thrice nobler than myfelf!

Thou teacheft me, oh, valiant Eros, what

I mould, and thou could 'ft not ; my Queen and Eros

Have by their brave inftru&ion got upon me
A Noblenefs in Record. But I will be

A Bridegroom in my death, and run into't

As to a Lover's bed. Come then; and, Eros%

Thy Mafter dies thy Scholar to do thus

{Falling on his /word.

I learnt of thee. How, not yet dead ? not dead ?—
The guard-—ho!—oh, difpatch me.

SCENE IX.

Enter Dercetas, and Guard.

1 Guard. What's thenoife?

Ant. I've done my work ill, friends

:

O, make an end of what I have begun.

2 Guard. The ftar is fain.

i Guard. And time is at his period ! f

AH. Alas, and woe!

Ant. Let him, that loves me, ftrike me dead,

1 Guard. Not I.

2 Guard. Nor L
3 Guard. Nor any one. [Exeunt,

faer. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly.

This
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This fword but fliewn to Gefar, with this tidings,

Shall enter me with him.

Enter Diomedes.

Dio. Where's Antony ?

Der. There, Diomed, there.

Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anfwer, man?
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? draw thy fword,

and give me
Sufficing ftrokes for death.

Dio. Moft abfolute Lord,

My Miftrefs Cleopatra fent me to thee.

Ant. When did fhe fend thee?

Dio. Now, my Lord.

Ant. Where is fhe?

Dio. Lockt in her Monument. She had a prophe-
fying fear

Of what hath come to pafs; for when fhefaw

(Which never (hall be found) you did fufpect

She had difpos'd with Cafar\ and that your rage

Would not be purg'd, lhe fent word fhe was dead.

But fearing fince how it might work, hath fent

Me to proclaim the truth, and I am come,

I dread, too late.

Ant. Too late, good Diomed\ call my Guard, I

pr'ythee.

Dio. What, ho! the Emperor's Guard. The Guard,
What, hoal

Come, your Lord calls.

Enter the Guard.

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides

*Tis the laft fervice that 1 fhall command you.

Guard. Woe are we, Sir! you may not live to

wear

AH your true follow'rs out.

All. Moft heavy day

!

AnU
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Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleafe (harp

Fate

To grace it with your forrows. Bid That welcome
Which comes to punifh us, and we punifh it

Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up,

I have led you oft; carry me now, good friends,

And have my thanks for all.

[Exeunt^ bearing Antony.

SCENE XII.

Changes to a magnificent Monument.

Enter Cleopatra, Charm ian, and Iras, above.

CIeo.jT*\H Charmian^ I will never go from hence.

V_>l Char. Be comforted, dear Madam.
Cleo. No, I will not

:

All ftrange and terrible events are welcome,

But comforts we defpife ; our fize of forrow,

Proportion'd to our caufe, muft be as great

As that which makes it.

Enter Diomedes.

How now ? is he dead ?

Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead.

Look out o' th' other fide your Monument,
His Guard have brought him thither.

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard.

Cleo.
6 O thou Sun,

Turn from th' great Sphere thou mov'ft in! dark-

ling ftand

The varying fhore o' th' world ! O Antony !

Help,
6 O thou Sun,

Burn the great Sphere thou mo^ft in—darkling ftand
The varying fhore o ttf world! ] The varying Jbsre o*

th
s world! i. e, of the Earth, where light and darknefs make

an
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Help, Charmir.n\ help, Iras^ help; help, friends,

Below let's draw him hither.

Ant. Peace.

Not Cafar's valour hath o'er-thrown Antony
,

But Antony hath triumph'd on himfeJf.

Geo. So it fhould be, that none but Antony

Should conquer Antony ; but, woe, 'tis fo

!

Ant. I am dying, JEgypt^ dying; only yet

I here importune death a while, until

\ Of many thoufand kifles the poor Jaft

II Jay upon thy iips. Come down.

Geo. I dare not,

(Dear, dear my Lord, your pardon, that I dare

not ;)

: Left I be taken ; not th' imperious fhew

Of the full-fortun'd Cxfar ever fhall

Be brooch'd with me ; if knife, drugs, ferpents, have
Edge, fting, or operation, I am fafe;

Your Wife Offavia, with her modeft eyes

7 And (till conclufion fhall acquire no honour,

Demuring upon me. But come, come, Antony^

Help me, my women ; we muft draw thee up—

-

Afiift, good friends.

Ant. Oh, quick, or I am gone.

Geo. Here's fport, indeed!—how heavy weighs

my Lord

!

Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs,

That makes the weight. Had I great Juno's power,

an inceffant variation. But then, if the Sun fhould fet on fire the

whole Sphere, in which he was fuppofed to move, how could the

Eanh Jiand darkling? On the contrary it would be in perpetual

light Therefore, if we will allow Cleopatra not to be quite mad,
we muft believe (he faid,

Turn from th' great Sphere thou mov'Jl in!

i e. forfake it, fly off from it : and then indeed the confequence
would be, that the varying Jhore would become invariably dark.

7 And Hill conclufion,—] i. e. fedately collected in herfel&

which even the fight of me could not tfir up into pamon.

The
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The ftrong-wing'd Mercury mould fetch thee up,

And fet thee by Jove's fide. Yet come a little,

"Wiftiers were ever fools. Oh come, come, come *

[They draw Antony tip to Cleopatra.

And welcome, welcome. Die, where thou haft

liv'd;

Quicken with kitting; had my lips that power,

Thus would I wear them out.

All. O heavy fight!

Ant. I am dying, Aigypt, dying.

Give me fome wine, and let me fpeak a little.

Cleo. No, let me fpeak, and let me rail fohigh,

That the falfe hufewife Fortune break her wheel,

Provok'd by my offence.

Ant. One word, fweet Queen.

Of Cafar feek your honour, with your fafety—

•

you —
Cleo. They do not go together.

Ant. Gentle, hear me •,

None about Cafar truft, but Proculeius.

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I'll truft;

None about Cafar.

Ant. The miferable change, now at my end,

Lament, nor forrow at: but pleafe your thoughts

In feeding them with thofe my former fortunes,

Wherein I liv'd the greateft prince o5
th* world,

The nobleft once; and do not now bafely die,

Nor cowardly put eft my helmet to

My countryman : A Roman, by a Roman
Valiantly vanquifh'd. Now, my fpirit is going;

I can no more — [Antony dies.

Cleo. Nobleft of men!- -woo*! die?

Haft thou no care of mer fhall I abide

In this dull world, which in thy abfence is

No better than a ftye ? O fee, my women

!

The crown o' th* earth doth melt my Lord

!

Oh 3 wither'd is the garland of the war,
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The ibldier's pole is fall'n: young boys and girls

Are level now with men j the odds is gone;
And there is nothing left remarkable.

Beneath the vifiting moon. [She faints*

Char. Oh, quietnels, Lady !

Iras. She's dead too, our fovereign.

Char. Lady!
Iras. Madam!
Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam —
Iras. Royal JEgyptl Emprefs!
Char. 7 Peace, peace, Ifisl

Cleo.

8 Peace, peace, Iras.] Cleopatra is fallen intoafwcon; her

maids endeavour to recover her by invoking her by her feveral titles.

At length, Charmian fays to the other, Peace, peace, Iras; on
which Cleopatra comes to herfelf, and replies to thefe laft words,

No, you are miftaken 1 am a mere woman like yourfelf. Thus
ftands this fenfelefs dialogue. But Shake/pear never wrote it fo:

We mull obferve then, that the two women call her by her feveral

titles, to fee which beft pleafedher; and this was highly in cha-

racter: the Ancients thought, that not only Men, but Gods too,

had fome names which, above others, they much delighted in,

and would foonefl anfwer to ; as we may fee by the hymns of

Orpheus, Homer, and Callimacbus. The Poet, conforming to

this notion, makes the maids fay, Sovereign Lady, Madam, Royal

./Egypt, Emprefs. And now we come to the place in queftion

:

Charmian, when (he faw none of thefe titles had their effect, in-

vokes her by a iiill more flattering one

;

Peace, peace, Is IS I

for fo it mould be read and pointed : i. e. peace, we can never

move her by thefe titles : Let us give her her favourite name of

the Goddefs Is is. And now Cleopatra s anfwer becomes pertinent

and fine

;

Ac more but a mere woman ; and commanded
By fucb poor pajjion as the maid that milks,

i.e. I now fee the folly of affuming to myfelf thofe flattering

titles of divinity. My misfortunes, and my impotence in bear-

ing them, convince me I am a mere woman and fubjedt to all the

pamons of the meaneit of my fpecies. Here the Poet has follow-

ed Hiitory exactly, and what is more, his author Plutarch in An-
\ tonio ; who fays, that Cleopatra aflfumed the habit and attributes

of that Goddefs, and gave judgments or rather oracles to her

people
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Cleo. ff No more but a meer woman; and com-
manded

c< By fuch poor paflion as the maid that milks,

" And does the meaneft chares !— It were for me
" To throw my fcepter at th' injurious Gods ;

" To tell them, that this world did equal theirs,

" 'Till they had ftol'n our jewel. All's but naught :

cc Patience is fottifh, and impatience does
* c Become a dog that's mad : Then is it fin,

" To rufh into the fecret houfe of death,

" Ere death dare come to us ? how do you, women ?

" What,what, good cheer ! why, how now, Charmian ?

" My noble girls ? -ah, women, women ! look,

" Our lamp is fpent, it's out—good Sirs, take heart,

" We'll bury him : and then what's brave, what's

noble,
€C Let's do it after the high Reman famion,
* c And make death proud to take us. Come away,
This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold.

Ah, women, women ! come, we have no friend

But refolution, and the briefed end.

[Exeunt, bearing off Antony^ body*

people under the quality of the NEW ISIS. Ka«ot<£T££
fJ.iV yC) Kctl T0T6 KCtl TOV rLKKOV %£*Vflf T*.«8^ g^/SVif,

(TToAiiv irtpzv ke&ylXl AOS SA^/Sctr?, K&i NEA 121^
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ACTV. SCENE I

C je s A k* s Camp.

Enter Csefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mecsenas,

Gallus, and Train.

CiESAR.

GO to him, Dolabella, bid him yield

;

Being fo fruftrate, tell him,

He mocks the paufes that he makes.

Dol Cafar, I mall. [Exit Dolabella.

Enter Dercetas, with the/word of Antony.

Caf. Wherefore is that ? and what art thou, that

dar'ft

Appear thus to us ?

T>er. I am call'd Dercetas ;

IMark Antony I ferv'd, who bed was worthy

iBeft to be ferv'd ; whilft he flood up, and fpoke,

He was my matter, and I wore my life

To fpcnd upon his haters. If thou pleafe

tTo take me to thee, as I was to him
ll'll be to Ccefar : If thou pleafeft not,

I yield thee up my life.

Cef. What is't thou fay'ft ?

Der. I fay, oh, Cafar, Antony is dead.

Caf. The breaking of fo great a thing mould make
* A greater crack. The round world mould have fhook
<. Lions into civil ftreets, and citizens

Into their dens -The death of Antony

Is not a Tingle doom, in that name lay

\ A moiety of the world.

I Der, He is dead, C<efar9

Not
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Not by a publick minifter of juftice,

Nor by a hired knife ; but that felf-hand,

Which writ his honour in the acts it did,

Hath with the courage, which the heart did lend it,

Splitted the heart. This is his fword,

I robb'd his wound of it : behold it ftain'd

With his moft noble blood.

Gef. Look you fad, friends

:

The Gods rebuke me, but it is a tiding

To warn the eyes of Kings

!

Agr. And ftrange it is,

That nature muft compel us to lament

Our moft perfifted deeds.

Mec. His taints and honours

Weigh'd equal in him.

Agr. A rarer fpirit never

Did (leer humanity; but you Gods will give us

Some faults to make us men. Cafar is touch'd.

Mec. When fuch a fpacious mirror's fet before him,

He needs muft fee himfelf.

Caf. O Antony !

I've follow'd thee to this but we do lance

Difeafes in cur bodies. I muft perforce

Have (hewn to thee fuch a declining day,

Or look on thine-, we could not ftall together

In the whole world. But yet let me lament

With tears as fovereign as the blood of hearts,

That thou my brother, my competitor

In top of all defign, my mate in Empire,

Friend and companion in the front of war,

The arm of mine own body, and the heart

Where mine its thoughts did kindle; that our ftars,

Unreconcileable, mould have divided

Our equalnefs to this. Hear me, good friends,

But I will tell you at fome meeter ieafon.

The bufinefs of this man looks out of him,

We'll hear him what he fays. Whence are you ?

Enter
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Enter an ^Egyptian.

Mgypt. A poor ^Egyptian yet; the Queen my
miftrefs,

Confin'd in all fhe has, (her monument)
Of thy intents defires inftruclion ;

That ihe preparedly may frame herfelf

To th' way flie's forc'd to.

Caf. Bid her have good heart

;

She foon fhall know of us, by fome of burs.

How honourably and how kindly we
Determine for her. For Cafar cannot live,

To be ungentle.

jEgypt. May the Gods preferve thee! [Eitii.

C#f. Come hither, Procaleius go, and fay,

We purpofe her no fliame ; give her what comforts

The quality of her pafilon mall require ;

Left in her greatnefs by fome mortal ftroke

She do defeat us : for her life in Rome
(a) Would be eternaling our triumph. Go,
And with your fpeedieft bring us what fhe fays,

And how you find her.

Pro. Qefat\ I mail. [Exit Proculeius.

C*f. G'alius , go you along ;—where 's Dolabella^

To fecond Proculeius? [Exit Gallus.

AIL DGlabella}

Ccef. Let him alone *, for I remember now,

How he's employ'd : he fhall in time be ready.

Go with me to my Tent, where you fhall fee

How hardly I was drawn into this war ;

How calm and gentle I proceeded ftill

In all my writings. Go with me, and fee

VVhat I can mew in this. [Exeunt.

[ {a) would be etcmatin** Oxford Editor,——Vulg. ivouIJ

is tttmal in.~\

Vol. VII. P SCENE
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SCENE II.

Changes to the Monument.

Enter Cleopatra, Chairman, Iras, Mardian, and

Seleucus, above.

Geo. 71 Jl Y defolation does begin to make
IVJL A better life ; 'tis paltry to be Cafar ;

Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knave,

A minifter of her Will 1 and it is great

To do that thing, that ends all other deeds

;

Which fhackles accidents, and bolts up change;

[Lulls wearied nature to a found repofe]

(Which fleeps, and never palates more the Dugg:)
The beggar's nurfe, and Ccefar's.

I -and it is great

To do that thing, that ends all other deeds',

Which Jhackles accidents, and bolts up change ;

Which fleeps, and never palates more the Du N g :

The beggar s nurfe, and Caefar'j ] The action of Suicide k
here faid, to jhackle accidents i to bolt up change ; to be the

beggar s nurfe, and CaefarV. So far the description is intelligible.

But when it is faid, that it Jleeps and newer palates more the Dung,

we find neither fenfe nor propriety : which is occaiion'd by the
!

lofs of a whole line between the third and fourth, and the corrupt

reading of the laft word in the fourth. We Ihould read the

paffage thus,

and it is great

To do that thing, that ends all other deeds ;

WhichJhackles accidents, and bolts up change j

[Lulls wearied nature to a found repofe]

{Which fleeps, and never palates more the Dugg :)

The beggar's nurfe, and Caefar's.

That this line in hooks was the fubftance of that loft, is evident

from its making fenfe of all the reit : which are to this effect,

// is great to do that which frees us fr om all the accidents of
\

humanity, lulls our over-wearied nature to repofe [which novf »

Jleeps, and has no more appetite for worldly enjoyments,) and is

equally the fiurfe of Caefar and the beggar.

Enter
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Enter Prcculeius.

Pro. Cafar fends Greeting to the Queen of JEgypt^

And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands

Thou mean'ft to have him grant thee.

Cleo. What's thy name ?

Pro. My name is Proculeius.

Cleo. Antony

Did tell me of you* bade me truft you, but

I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd,

That have no ufe for trufting. If your mailer

Would have a Queen his beggar, you muft tell him,

That Majefty, to keep decorum, muft

No lefs beg than a Kingdom ; if he pleafe

To give me conquer'd &gypt for my Son,

He gives me lb much of mine own, as I

Will kneel to him with thanks.

Pro. Be of good cheer

:

You're fal'n into a princely hand, fear nothing

;

Make your full ref 'rence freely to my lord,
1 Who is fo full of grace, that it flows over

Qn all that need. Let me report to him
Your fweet dependency, and you fhali find

A Conqu'ror z
that will pray in aid for kindnefs,

Where he for grace is kneel'd to.

Cleo. Pray you, tell him,

I am his fortune's vaffal, 3 and I fend him
The Greatnefs he has got. I hourly learn

A doctrine of obedience, and would gladly

Look him i'th* face.

Pro. This I'll report, dear lady.

2 that will pray in aidfor kindnefs,'] Praying in aid

is a law term, ufed for a petition made in a court of juftice for

the calling in of help from another that hath an in;ereft in the

caufe in queftion. Oxford Editor.

3 and Ifend him

'The Greatnefs be has got. ] L e.'l have nothing to fend

him, alluding to rhe prefents fent by valfals to their lords.

P 2 Have
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Have comfort, for, I know, your plight is pity'd

Of him that caus'd it.

[Here Gallus, and Guard, afcend the Monument by

a Ladder and enter at a back Window.

Gall. You fee, how eafily me may be furpriz'd.

Pro. Guard her, 'till Cafar come.

Iras. O Royal Queen !

Char. Oh Cleopatra! thou art taken, Queen.-—

—

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands.

[Drawing a Dagger.

[The Monument is opened Proculeius rujhes in>

and difarms the <%ueen.

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold

:

Do not your felf fuch wrongs 4 who are in this

Bereav'd, but not betray'd.

Cleo. What, of death too, that rids our dogs of

Janguifh ?

Pro. Do not abufe my mailer's bounty, by
Th* undoing of your felf : let the world fee

His Noblenefs well acted, which your death

Will never let come forth.

Cleo. Where art thou, Death ?

Come hither, come: oh come, and take a Queen
Worth many babes and beggars.

Pro. Oh, temperance, lady !

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I'll not drink, Sir

:

^ ' * -

njoho are in this

Reliev'd, but not betrafd.] As plaufible as this reading

is, it is corrupt. Had Shake/pear ufed the word relievd, he

would have added, and not betray'd. But that he ufed another

word the reply fhews, What, of death too : which will not agree

with relieved ; but will direct us to the genuine word, which is,

Bereav'd, but not betrayed.

L e. bereaved of death, or of the means of deftroying your felf,

but not betrafd to your deftru&ion. By the particle too, in her,

reply, me alludes to her being before bereav d of Antony. And
thus his fpeech becomes correct, and her reply pertinent.

if
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* If idle time will once be necefTary,

I'll not deep neither. This mortal houfe 1*11 ruin,

Do Cafar what he can Know, Sir, that I

Will not waitpinion'd at your l ifter's Court,

Nor once be chaftis'd wirh the iober eye

Of dull Oftavia. Shall rhey hoift me up,

And (hew me to the lhouting varlotry

Of cens'ring Rome t rather a ditch in Mgypt
Be gentle Grave unto me ! rather on Nilus* mud
Lay me ftark nak'd, and let the water-flies

Blow me into abhorring ! rather make
My Country's high Pyramides my gibbet,

And hang me up in chains

!

Pro. You do extend

Thefe thoughts of horror further than you mail

Find caufe in Cafar*

SCENE III.

Enter Dolabella.

Dol. Proculeius.

What thou haft done thy matter Cafar knows*
And he hath fent for thee : as for the Queen,

Til take her to my guard.

Pro. So, Dolabella*

It fhall content me beft ; be gentle to her ;

To C<efar I will fpeak what you mall pleafe,

If you'll employ me to him.

Geo. Say, \ would die. [Exit Proculeiusg

Dol. Moft noble Emprefs, you have heard of me.
Cleo. I cannot tell.

Vol. Affuredly, you know me.

5 If idle t alk will once be necejfary^\ This nonfenk: fhoald
be reformM thus,

If idle time wfH once he necejfaty.

t. if repofe be necefory to cherifh life, I will not fleep.

P 3 Cite
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Cleo. No matter, Sir, what I have heard or known t

You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams;
Is't not your trick ?

DoL 1 underftand not, Madam.
Cleo. I dreamt, there was an Emp'ror Antony ;

Oh fuch another fleep, that I might fee

But fuch another man !

DoL If it might pleafe ye

Cleo. His face was as the heav'ns ; and therein (luck

A Sun and Moon, which kept their courfe, and
lighted

The little
6 Oo'th' Earth.

DoL Mod fovereign creature!

Cleo. His legs beftrid the ocean, his rear'd arm
Crefted the world : his voice was propertied

As all the tuned Spheres, when that to friends :

But when he meant to quail, and fhake the Orb,

He was as ratling thunder. For his bounty,

There was no winter in't : An (a) Autumn 'twas,

That grew the more by reaping. His delights

Were dolphin-like, they fhew'd his back above

The element they liv'd in ; in his livery

Waik'd Crowns and Coronets, realms and iflands were

As plates dropt from his pocket.

DoL Cleopatra—
Cleo. Think you, there was, or might be, fuch a

man
As this I dreamt of?

DoL Gentle Madam, no.

• Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the Gods ;

But if there be, or ever were one luch,

It's pad the fize of dreaming : Nature wants fluff

6 A round O revered by Mr, Theobald.

[ (a) Autumn. Mr. Theobald. Vulg. Antony.]

To
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To vye ftrange forms with Fancy, 7 yet t'imagine

An Antony^ were Nature's Prize 'gainft Fancy,

Condemning fliadows quite.

Dol. Hear me, good Madam

:

Your Jofs is as your lelf, great; and you bear it,

As anfw'ring to the weight : 'would, I might never

O'er-take purfu'd fuccefs, but I do feel,

By the rebound of yours, a grief that ihoots

My very heart at root.

Cleo. I thank you, Sir.

Know you, what Cafar means to do with me ?

Dol. I'm loth to tell you, what I would you knew.

Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir.

Dol. Though he be honourable

—

Cleo. He'll lead me in triumph ?

Dol. Madam, he will, I know't.

AIL Make way there,

—

Cafar.

j yet i imagine

An Antony were Nature'' s piece ^gainfl Fancy,

Condemningflyadows quite.'] This is a fine fentiment ; but by

the falfe reading and pointing become unintelligible. Though
when fet right, obfeure enough to deferve a comment. Shake/pear

wrote,
> yet /' imagine

An Antony, were Nature's prize ''gainjl Fancy ,

Condemning Jhadows quite.

The fenfe of which is this. Nature, in general, has not materials

enough tofurnijh out realforms, for every model that the houndlefs

power of the imagination can sketch out : [Nature wants matter to

vye ftrange forms with Fancy^ But tho' this be true in general,

that nature is more poor, narrow, and confined than fancy, yet it

tnujl be owned, that when nature prefents an Antony to us, jhe

then gets the better of fancy, end makes even the imagination

appear poor and narrow : Or, in our author's phrafe, [condemns

fhadows quite"] The word prize, which I have reftored, is very

pretty, as figuring a contention between nature and imagination

about the larger extent of their powers ; and nature gaining the

prize by producing Antony.

SC EN R
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SCENE IV.

Enter Csefar, Gallus, Mecaenas, Proculeius, and

Attendants.

£af. Which is the Queen of /Egypt?
Dot. It is the Emperor, Madam. [Cleq. kneels*

Caf. Arife, you mall not kneel

:

I pray you, rife, rife, Mgypt.
Cleo. Sir, the Gods

"Vyill have it thus j my matter and my lord

I mud obey.

Caf. Take to you no hard thoughts

:

The record ofwhat injuries you dip! us,

Though written in our flefli, we fhall remember
As things but done by chance.

Cleo. Sole Sir o'th' world,
s

I cannot prodter mine own caufe fo well

To make it clear, but do confefs, \ have.

Been laden with like frailties, which before

Have often fham'd our Sex.

Ccef. Cleopatra, know,
We will extenuate rather than in force

;

If you apply your felf to our intents,

(Which tow'rds you are mod gentle) you ihall find

A benefit in this Change ; but if you feek

To lay on me a cruelty, by taking

Anionfs courfe, you fhall bereave your felf

Of my good purpofes, and put your children

To that deftru&ion which I'll guard them from,_

If thereon you relie. Til take my leave.—

•

8 1 eannot project mine own cavfe fc nvelf] Projecl fignifies to

invent 2. cauie, not to plead it ; which is the fentc here required.

It is plain then we ihould read, "
'

1 cannot Procter my own caufe Jo well.

The technical term, to plead by sn advocate,

Cleo.
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Cleo. And may, through all the world : 'tis yours

;

and we,

Tour fcutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft, mall

Hang in what place you pleafe. Here, my good lord.

Caf. You (hall advife me in all for Cleopatra.

Cleo. This is the brief of mony, plate, and jewels

I am pofleft of—'tis exactly valued,

Not petty things omitted—where's Sekucus ?

Sel. Here, Madam.
Cleo. This is my treafurer, let him fpeak, my lord,

Upon his peril, that I have referv'd

To my felf nothing. Speak the truth, Sekucus.

Sel. Madam, I had rather feal my lips,

Than to my peril fpeak that which is not.

Cleo. What have I kept back ?

Sel. Enough to purchafe what you have made
known.

Qef. Nay, blufh not, Cleopatra 5 I approve

Your wifdom in the deed.

Cleo. See, Cafar! Oh, behold,

How Pomp is follow'd : mine will now be yours*

And, fhould we fhifc eftates, yours would be mine.

Th' ingratitude of this Seleucus do's

Ev'n make me wild. Oh flave, of no more Truft

Than love that's hir'd—What, goeft thou back? thoa

malt

Go back, I warrant thee : but I'll catch thine eyes,

Though they had wings. Slave, foul-lefs villain, dog*

O rarely bale!

Cef. Good Queen, let us intreat you.

Cleo. O Cafar, what a wounding fliame is this,

That thou, vouchfafing here to vifit me,
Doing the honour of thy lordlinefs

To one fo weak, that mine own fcrvant mould
Parcel the fum of my difgraces by
Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cafar^

*^hat I fome lady-trifles have refery'd.
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Immoment toys, things of fuch Dignity

As we greet modern friends withal ; and lay,

Some nobler token I have kept apart

For Livia and Offavia, to induce

Their mediation, muft I be unfolded

By one that I have bred ? the Gods !— it fmites me
Beneath the Fall I have. Pr'ythee, go hence-,

Or J fhall fnew the cinders of my fpirits

9 Through th' afhes ol my chance : wert thou a man,
Ti.ou would'ft nave mercy on me.

Caf. Forbear, Seleucus.

Cleo. ' Be't known, that we, the Greatcfl, are mif-

thought

For things that others do. And when we fall

We anfwer. Others' merits, in our names

Are therefore to be pitied.

C*f.

9 Through tp afhes of my chance :] Orfortune: Alluding to an

imperial edifice burnt down and reduced to afhes. So that the

meaning is, Begone, or i fhall exert thac royal fpirit which I had
in my profperity, in fpite of the imbecillity of my prefent weak
condition. This taught the Oxford Editor to alter it to mifchance.

I Bey

t known, that we the Greatefl are mijihought

For things that others do ; and when we fall,

We anfwer others'
1

merits, in our names
Are therefore to be pitied.] This falfe pointing has rendered

the ie-ument, which was not very eafy at beft, altogether unin-

telligible. The lines fuould be pointed thus,

Be y

t known, that we, the Greatefl, are mijihought

For things that others do. And when we fall
We anfwer. Others'" merits, in our names
Are therefore to be pitied.

i. e. We monarchs, while in power, are accufed and blamed for
the mifcarriages of our mintflers ; and when any misfortune hath
fubjeSied us to the power of our enemies, we arefure to be punifhed

for ihofe faults. As this is the cafe,- it is but reafonable that we
Jhould hove the merit of our minifters

1 good aclions, as well as

bear the blame of their bad. But (he foftens the word merit into

pity. The reafou of her making the reflexion was this : Her for-

mer conduct was liable to much cenfure from Oclanjius, which
{he would hereby artfully infinuate was owing to her evil m»*ni-

ilers,
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C<ef. Cleopatra,

Not what you have refeiVd, nor what acknowledg'd,

Put We i'th' roll of Conqueft, ftill be't yours

;

Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe,

Ctffar's no merchant to make prize with you

Of things that merchants fold. Therefore, be cheer'd :

Make not your thoughts your prifons j no, dear

Queen,

For we intend fo to difpofe you, as

Your felf mail give us counfel : feed, and fleep.

Our care and pity is fo much upon you,

That we remain your friend ; and fo, adieu.

Cleo. My matter, and my lord !

Ctef. Not fo :—adieu. [Exeunt Caefar and his train*

SCENE V.

Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me,

That I mould not be noble to my felf.

But hark thee, Charmian. \JVhifpers Charmian.

Iras. Finim, good lady, the bright day is done,

And we are for the dark.

Cleo. Hie thee again.-

I've fpoke already, and it is provided;

Go put it to the hafte.

Char. Madam, I will. [Exit Charon

Enter Dolabella.

Boh Where is the Queen ?

flers. And as her prefent conduct, in concealing her treafures,

appeared to be her own act, fhe being detected by her minifter

;

fhe begs, that as fhe now anfwers for her former minifter's mifcar-

riages, fo her prefent minister's merit in this difcovery, might
likewife be placed to her 2CConnt: Which fhe thinks but reafon-

able. The Oxford Editor is here again at his old work of altering

what he did not underftand, and fo transforms thepalfage thus,

— And <v:hen <we fall,
We pander others^ ?;:erits with our names

;

And therefore to he pitied.

Char.
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Char. Behold, Sir.

Cleo. Dolabella.

Dot. Madam, as thereto fworn, by your Command,
Which my love makes religion to obey,

I tell you this : Cafar through Syria

Intends his journey, and, within three days,

You with your children will he fend before

;

Make your bed ufe of this. I have performed

Your pleafure and my promile,

Cleo. Dolabella)

I fhall remain your debtor.

Dot. I your fervant.

Adieu, good Queen ; I muft attend on C<efar. [Exit.

Cleo. Farewel, and thanks. Now, lras% what

think'ft thou?

Thou, an Mgyptian puppet, fhalt be fliewn

In Rome as well as I : mechanick (laves

With greafie aprons, rules, and hammers, fhall

Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths,

Rank of grofs diet, fhall we be enclouded,

And forced to drink their vapour.

Iras. The Gods forbid !

Cleo. Nay, 'tis mod certain, Iras : faucy lidors

Will catch at us like ftrumpets, and fcall'd rhimers

Ballad us out-o'-tune. The quick Comedians
Extemp'rally will ftage us, and prefent

Our Alexandrian revels : Antony

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fhall fee

Some fqueaking Cleopatra boy my Greatnefs.

I'th* pofture of a whore.

Iras. O the good Gods

!

Cleo. Nay, that's certain.

Iras. Til never fee it v for, I'm fure, my nails

Are ftronger than mine eyes.

Cleo. Why, that's the way
To fool their preparation, and to conquer

Their moft abfurd intents. Now, Charmian,

Enter
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Enter Charmian.

Shew me, my women, like a Queen : go fetch

My beft attires. I am again for Cydnus^

To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go

—

Now, noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed ;

And when thou'ftdone this chare, I'll give thee leave

To play till dooms-day—bring our Crown, and all.

[A noi/e Within*

Wherefore this noife ?

Enter a Guard/man.

Guard/. Here is a rural fellow,

That will not be deny'd your Highnefs' prefence i

He brings you figs.

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an inftrumenc

[Exit Guard/man.

May do a noble deed !—he brings me liberty.

My refolution's plac'd, and I have nothing

Of woman in me ; now from head to foot

Pm marble conftant :
1 now the fleeting moon

No planet is of mine.

Enter Guardfman and Clown with a basket.

Guard/. This is the man.

Cko. Avoid and leave him. [Exit Guard/mat.

Haft thou the pretty worm of Nilus there,

That kills and pains not ?

Clown. 6 Truly, I have him : but I would not be
« the party fliould defire you to touch him, for his

* biting is immortal : thofe, that do die of it, dofeldom
* or never recover.

Cleo. Remember'ft thou any that have dy'd on't ?

Clown. * Very many, men and women too. I heard

« of one of them no longer than yefterday, a very ho-

2 now the Jleeting moon

No planet is of mine.] Alluding to the Egyptian devotion

paid to the moon under the name of JJit.

* ncft
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4 neft woman, but fomething given to lie, as a woman
4 fliould not do, but in the way of honefty. How fhe
4 dy'dof the biting of it, what pain fhe felt! truly,

* fhe makes a very good report o'th' worm :
3 but he,

* that will believe half that they fay, fhall never be
* faved by all that they do : but this is mofl: fallible,

* the worm's an odd worm.

Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel.

Clown. c I wifti you all joy of the worm.
Cleo. Farewel.

Clown. 4 You muft think this, look you, that the
* worm will do his kind.

Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel.

Clown. 4 Look you, the worm is not to be trufted
4 but in the keeping of wife people j for, indeed, there
6

is no goodnefs in the worm.
Cleo. Take thou no care, it fhall be heeded.

Clown. 4 Very good : give it nothing, I pray you,

5 for it is not worth the feeding.

Cleo. Will it eat me ?

Clown. 4 You muft not think, I am fo firnple, but
* I know, the devil himfelf will not eat a woman:
* I know, that a woman is a difh for the Gods, if

* the devil drefs her not. But, truly, thefe fame
4 whore-fon devils do the Gods great harm in their
4 women! for, in every ten that they make, the
4 devils mar five.

Cleo. Well, get thee gone, farewel.

Clown. 4 Yes, forfooth, I wifli you joy o' th' worm.

3 —But he, that nuill believe all that they fay, Jhall never be

faved by half that they do ] Shake/pear's Clowns are always

jokers, and deal in fly fatire. It is plain this muft be read the

contrary way, and a//znd half change places.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Cleo. " Give me my Robe, put on my Crown

;

" I have
" Immortal Longings in me. Now no more

r The juice otASgypt's grape mail moift this lip.

" Yare, yare, good Iras quick—methinks, I hear
" Antony call, I fee him roufe himfelf

" To praife my noble act. I hear him mock
" The luck of Gcefar^ which the Gods give men
" T* excufe their after-wrath. Husband, I come

;

<c Now to that name my courage prove my title

!

* l
I am fire, and air; my other elements

<c
I give to bafer life. So have you done ?

<c Come then, and take the laft warmth of my lips.

a Farewel, kind Charmian ; Iras, long farewel.

[Applying the ajp,

™ Have I the afpick in my lips ? doit fall ? [To Iras,

" If thou and nature can fo gently part,
u The ftroke of death is as a lover's pinch,

" Which hurts, and is defir'd. Doft thou lye (till ?

«< If thus thou vanifheft, thou tell'ft the world,
" It is not worth leave taking. [Iras dies*.

Char. Diffolve, thick Cloud, and rain, that I may fay,

The Gods themfelves do weep.

Cleo. This proves me bafe—
If fhe firft meet the curled Antonyy

He'll make demand of her, and fpend that kifs,

Which is my heav'n to have. *« Come, mortal
" wretch,

" With thy lharp teeth 4 this knot intrinficate

[To thejerpent.

" Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool,

4 this knot intrinficate] The expreffion is fine ; it figni-

fies a hidden, fecret [intrin/ecus] knot, as that which ties foul and

body together.

" Be
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" Be angry, and difpatch. Oh, could'ft thou fpeak*

That I might hear thee call great Cafar afs,

Unpolicied

!

Char. O eaftern ftar

!

Cleo. 1 Peace, peace !

* Doft thou not fee my baby at my bread,

* That fucks the nurfe afleep ?

Char. O break! O break?

Cleo. As fweet as balm* as foft as air, as gentle,

O Antony! Nay> I will take thee too,

[Applying another Afp to her Arm.

What mould I flay [Dies.

Char. In this wild world ? lb fare thee well

:

Now, boaft thee, Death, in thy polTeflion lies

A lafs unparallel'd Downy windows, clofe

;

And golden Pha>bus never be beheld

Of eyes again fo royal ! your Crown's awry

;

I'll mend it, and then play

Enter the Guard, rujhing in.

i Guard. Where's the Queen ;

Char. Speak foftly, wake her not.

i Guard. C<efar hath fent——
[Charm ian applies the Afp,

Char, Too flow a meflenger.

Oh, come apace, difpatch, I partly feel thee.

1 Guard. Approach, ho! all's not well. C*far's
beguil'd.

2 Guard. There's Dolabella fent from Cafar\ ca?l

him.

i Guard. What work is here, Cbarmian? is this

well done ?

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a Princefs

Defcended of fo many royal Kings.

Ah, foldiers! [Charmian dies.

Enter
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Enter DolabeUa.

Dol. How goes it here?

2 Guard. All dead!

Dol. C<efar, thy thoughts

Touch their effects in this; thy felf art coming
To lee performed the dreaded act, which thou

So fought'ft to hinder.

Enter Csefar and Attendants.

All. Make way there, make way for Catfar.

Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too fure an augurer;

That, you did fear, is done.

Caf Braveft atlaft:

She levell'd at our purpofe, and, being royal,

Took her own way. The manner of their deaths ?—

*

I do not fee them bleed.

Dol. Who was laft with them ?

i Guard. A fimple countryman, that brought her

figs:

This was his basket.

Caf. Poifon'd then!

i Gent. Oh Cafar I

This Charmian liv'd but now, me flood and fpak&c

I found her trimming up the diadem

On her dead miftrefs \ tremblingly (he flood,

And on the fudden dropt.

Caf. Oh noble weaknefs

!

If they had fwallow'd poifon, 'twould appear

By external fwelling; but me looks like fleepj

As me would catch another Antony

In her ftrong toil of grace.

Dol. Here, on her bread,

There is a vent of blood, andfomething blown

:

The like is on her arm.

i Guard. This is an afpick's trail

;

And thefe fig-leaves have flime upon them, fuch

As th' afpick leaves upon the caves of Nik.

Vol. VII. CL G*/
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Caf. Moil probable,

That fo me dy'd •, for her phyfician tells me,

She has purfu'd conclufions infinite

Of eafy ways to die. Take up her bed,

And bear her women from the monument

:

She mail be buried by her Antony.

No grave upon the earth fhall clip in it,

A pair fo famous. High events as thefe

Strike thofe that make them ; and their ftory is

No lefs in pity, than his glory, which

Brought them to be lamented. Our army fhall,

In folemn fhew, attend this funeral

;

And then to Rome: come, Dolabella, fee

High order in this great foiemnity. [Exeunt omnes.
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DRAMATIS PERSONJE,
CYMBELINE, King of Britainc.

Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Husband,
Leonatus Pofthumus, a Gentleman in love with the

Princefs, andprivately married to her,

Guiderius, 1 Difguis'd under the names of Paladour and
Arviragus, 5 Cadwal, fuppofed Sons to Belarius.
Belarius, a baniftd Lord, difguis'd under the name of

Morgan.
Philario, an Italian, Friend to Pofthumus.
Iachimo, Friend to Philario.

Caius Lucius, Ambaffadorfrom Rome.
Pifanio, Servant to Pofthumus.

French Gentleman, Friend to Philario.

Cornelius, a Dottor, Servant to the Queen.
Two Gentlemen.

Queen, Wife to Cymbeline.
Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by aformer Queen.
Helen, Woman to Imogen.

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghofts, a
Soothfayer, Captains, Soldiers, Mefengers, and other
Attendants.

SCENE, fometimes in Britaine ; fometimei
in Italy.
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ACTI. SCENE I.

Cymbeline's Palace in Britaine.

Enter two Gentlemen.

i Gentleman.
O U do not meet a man, but frowns;

Our brows

No more obey the heavens than our

courtiers

;

But feem, as does the King's.

Gent. But what's the matter ?

i Gent.

You do not meet a man , but frowns: wr bloods
No tnore obey the heavens than our Courtiers ;

But feem, as does the King's.] The thought is this, we are

not now (as we were won:) influenced by the weather but by the

King's looks. We no more obey the heavens [the sky] than our

Courtiers obey the heavens [God] By which it appears, that the

reading

—

our bloods is wrong. For tho' the blood may be affe&ed

with the weather, yet that affection is difcovered not by change

of colour but by change of countenance. And it is the outward
not the inward change that is here talked of, as appears from

the wordfeem. We mould read therefore,

our brows
No more obey the heavens Sec.

Q.3 Which



o Cymbeline.
i Gent. His daughter,>nd the heir of 's Kingdom,

(whom
He purpos'd to his wife's fole fon, a widow
That late he married) hath referr'd herfelf

Unto a poor, but worthy, gentleman.

She's wedded ;

Her husband banim'd ; me imprifon'd : All

Is outward forrow, though, I think, the King
Be touch'd at very heart.

i Gent. None but the King ?

i Gent. He, that hath loft her, too: fo is the

Queen,

That moft defir'd the match. But not a courtier,

(Although they wear their faces to the bent

Of the King's look) but hath a heart that is

Glad at the thing they fcoul at.

z Gent. And why fo ?

i Gent. He that hath mifs'd the Princefs, is a thing

Too bad for bad report: and, he that hath her,

(I mean that marry'd her, alack, good man!
And therefore banifh'd) is a creature fuch,

As, to feek through the regions of the earth

For one his like, there would be fomething failing

In him that mould compare. I do not think,

So fair an outward, and fuch fturT within

Endows a man but him.

Which is evident from the preceding words,

You do not meet a man hut frowns.

And from the following,

' --But not a Courtier,

Althi? they wear their faces to the bent

Of the King's look, but hath a heart that is

Glad at the thing they fcoul at

The Oxford Editor improves upon this emendation, and reads,

cur looks

No more obey the heart e-vn than our courtiers ;

K r venturing too far, at a fecond emendation, he has ftriptit

of aU thought and fentiment,

2 Gent,
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2 Gent,

z You fpeak him far.

1 Gent. 3 1 don't extend him, Sir : Within himfdf
Crufti him together, rather than unfold

His meafure fully.

2 Gent. What's his name and birth ?

i Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : his father

Was called Sicillius, who did join his honour

Againft the Romans, with Caffibelan ;

But had his titles by <

Tenantius> whom
He ferv'd with glory and admir'd fuccefs

;

So gain'd the fur-addition, Leonatus:

And had, befides this gentleman in queftion,

Two other fons ; who, in the wars o' th' time,

Dy'd with their fwords in hand : For which, their

father,

(Then old and fond of iftue) took fuch forrow,

That he quit Being ; and his gentle lady,

Big of this gentleman, our theam, deceased,

As he was born. The King, he takes the babe
To his protection, calls him Pofihumus^

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber

:

2 You/peak him far.] i, e. largely in his praifc. Shake/pear

with his common licence, only ufes the length for the breadth.

3 / do extend him, Sir, within himfelf',

Crujh him together, •] Thus the late Editor, Mr. Theo-

bald, has given the pafiage, and explained it in this manner

;

/ extend him within the lifts and compafs of his merit : Which is

juft as proper as to fay, Igo out within doors. To extend a thing

within itfelf is the molt infufferable nonfenfe : becaufe the very

etymology of the word mews, that it fignifles the drawing out

any thing beyond its lifts and compafs. Befides, a common
attention was fufficient to perceive that Shakefpear, in this fen-

tence, ufed extend and crujh together, as the direct oppofites to

one another ; which, in this Editor's fenfe, they are not ; but only-

different degrees of the fame thing. We mould read and point

the paffage thus,

/don't extend him, Sir: within himfelf

Crujh him together

f.
e. I do not extend him; on the contrary I crufli him

together.

Q^4 Put*
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Puts to him all the Learnings that his time

Could make him the receiver of, which he took

As we do air, faft as 'twas miniftred.

His fpring became a harveft: liv'd in Court

( Which rare it is to do,) moft prais'd, mod lov'd,

A fample to the young'ft ; to th' more mature,

A glafs that featur'd them ; and to the graver

A child that guided dotards. To his miftrefs,

(For whom he now is baniuYd) her own price

Proclaims, how me efteem'd him and his virtue.

By her election may be truly read,

What kind of man he is.

2 Gent. I honour him, ev'n out of your report.

But tell me, is me fole child to the King?
1 Gent. His only child.

He had two Ions, (if this be worth your hearing

Mark it ;) the eldeft of them at three years old,

V th' fwathing cloaths the other, from their nurftry*

Were Horn •, and to this hour, no guels in knowledge

Which way they went.

2 Gent. How long is this ago?

1 Gent. Some twenty years.

2 Gent. That a King's children fhould be fo con-

vey'd,

So flackly guarded, and the fearch fo flow

That could not trace them,

1 Gent. Howfoe'er 'tis ftrange,

Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at.

Yet is it true, Sir.

2 Gent. I do well believe you.

i Gent. We rauft forbear. Here comes the Gentle-

man,

The Queen, and Princefs, [Exeunt*

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter the Queen, Pofthumus, Imogen, andattendants..

Queen. No, be aflur'd, you (hall not find me,
daughter,

After the flander of moft ftep-mothers,

I'll-ey'd unto you: You're my pris'ner, but

Your goaler mall deliver you the keys

That lock up your reftraint. For you, Pojlbumus,

So loon as I can win th' offended King,

I will be known your advocate : marry, yet,

The fire of rage is in him and 'twere good,

You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what patience

Your wifdom may inform you.

Poft. Pleafe your Highnefs,

I will from hence to day.

Queen. You know the peril

:

I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying

The pangs of barr'd affections ; though the King
Hath charg'd, you mould not fpeak together. [Exit,

Into. DifTembling courtefie! how fine this tyrant

Can tickle, where (he wounds ! My deareft husband^

I fomething fear my father's wrath, but nothing

(Always referv'd my holy duty) what

His rage can do on me. You mud be gone,

And 1 (hall here abide the hourly (hot

Of angry eyes : not comforted to live,

But that there is this jewel in the world,

That I may fee again.

Poft. My Queen! myMiftrefs!
O lady, weep no more, left I give caufe

To be fufpecfed of more tendernefs

Than doth become a man. I will remain

The loyall'ft husband, that did e'er plight troth 1

My refidence in Rome, at one Philario's y

Who to my father was a friend, to me
Known
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Known but by letter ; thither write, my Queen,
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you fend,

Though ink be made of gall.

Re-enter Queen.

Queen. Be brief, I pray you ;

If the King come, I mall incur I know not

How much of his difpleafure -yet I'll move him

[Jftde.

To walk this way ; I never do him wrong,

But he does buy my injuries : to be friends,

Pays dear for my offences. [Exit.

Poft. Should we be taking leave,

As long a term as yet we have to live,

The lothnefs to depart would grow :—adieu!

Into. Nay, ftay a little-
Were you but riding forth to air your felf,

Such Parting were too petty. Look here, Love,
This diamond was my mother's ; take it, heart,

But keep it till you woo another wife,

When Imogen is dead.

Pqfi. How, how, another!

You gentle Gods, give me but this I have,

And fear up my embracements from a next

With bonds of death. Remain, remain thou here,

[Putting on the ring.

While fenfe can keep thee on ! and Sweeteft, Faireit,

As I my poor felf did exchange for you,

To your lb infinite lofs ; fo, in our trifles

I ftill win of you. For my fake, wear this

;

It is a manacle of love, I'll place it

{J?utting a bracelet on her arm;

Upon this faireft pris'ner.

Imo. O, the Gods

!

When fhall we fee again ?

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Enter Cymbeline, and Lords.

Poft. Alack, the King!— .

Cym. Thou bafeft Thing, avoid ; hence, from my
fight:

If, after this Command, thou fraught the Court

With thy unworthinefs, thou dy'ft. Away !

Thou'rt poifon to my blood.

Poft. The Gods protect you,

And blefs the good remainders of the Court

!

I'm gone. [Exit*

Into. There cannot be a pinch in death

More (harp than this is.

Cym. 4 0 difloyal thing,

That fhould'ft repair my youth, thou heap'fl:

A yare age on me.

Into. I befeech you, Sir,

Harm not your felf with your Vexation;

I'm fenfelefs of your wrath ;
5 a touch more rare

Subdues all pangs, all fears.

Cym. Palt grace ? obedience ?

4 O diJJoyal thing.

Thou Jhouldft repair my youth, thou heap*ft
A Year's age on me.] fhe King lov'd his daughter, and was

much vex'd and difappointed at her having married againft his

confent. But, furely, his forrow was not very extreme, if the

effects of it only added one year to his age ; we muil correct,

A yare age on me.

i. e. a fudden, precipitate, old age. For the word fignifies not

only nimble, dextrous, as it is many times employ'd in our author ;

bat likevvife, as Skinner expounds it, ferwidus, promptus, prae-

ccps, impatiens. But the Oxford Editor amends it thus,

>Thon heapeji many
A year's age on me.

5 —a touch more rare] More ftrcng, forcible ; alluding to the

ftrcke of lightening.

Imo 0
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Imo. Paft hope, and in defpair; that way, paft

grace.

Cym. Thou might'ft have had the fole Ton of my
Queen.

Into. O, bled, that I might not! I chofe an eagle,

And did avoid a puttock.

Cym. Thou took'ft a beggar ; would'ft have made
my Throne

A Seat for Bafenefs.

Imo. No, I rather added

A luftre to it.

Cym. O thou vile one

!

Imo. Sir,

It is your fault, that I have lov'd Pojihumus :

You bred him as my play-fellow; and he is

A man, worth any woman ; over-buys me
Almoft the fum he pays.

Cym. What!—art thou mad ?

Imo. Almofl, Sir; heav'n reftore me! 'would I

were

A neat-herd's daughter, and my Leonatus

Our neighbour-fhepherd's fon

!

Enter Queen.

Cym. Thou foolifh Thing ;

They were again together, you have done

[To the Queen.

Not after our Command. Away with her,

And pen her up.

Queen. Befeech you patience ; peace,

Dear lady daughter, peace. Sweet Sovereign,

Leave us t'our lelves, and make your felffomc comfort

Out of your belt advice.

Cym. Nay, let her languifh

A drop of blood a-day ; and, being aged,

Die of this folJy, [Exit.

Enter
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Enter Pifanio.

Quten. Fie, you muft give way :

Here is your fervant. How now, Sir? what news?

Pif. My lord your fon drew on my matter.

Queen. Hah!
No harm, I truft, is done?

Pif. There might have been,

But that my matter rather play'd, than fought,

And had no help of anger : they were parted

By gentlemen at hand.

Queen. I'm very glad on't.

Itno. YourTon'smy father's friend, he takes his'part-

To draw upon an exile : O brave Sir !

I would they were in Africk both together,

Myfelf by with a needle, that I might prick

The goer-back. Why came you from your matter ?

Pif. On his command ; he would not fufTer me
To bring him to the haven : left thefe notes

Of what commands I fhould be fubjeel to,

When't pleas'd you to employ me.
Queen. This hath been

Your faithful fervant: I dare lay mine honour,

He will remain fo.

Pif. I humbly thank your Highnete.

Queen. Pray, walk a while.

Imo . About fome half hour hence, pray you, fpeak

with me

;

You mail, at leaft, go fee my Lord aboard.

From this time leave me. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Enter Cloten, and two Lords.

i Lord. Sir, I would advife you to fhift a fliirt %

the violence of action hath made you reek as a facri-

fice. Where air comes out, air comes in: there's

none abroad fo wholfom as That you vent.

Clot.



Clf MBELINE.
Clot. If my fliirt were bloody, then to rtiift it-

Have I hurt him ?

2 Lord. No, faith: Not fa much as his ^patience.

[/(fide.

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body's a pafTable carkafs, if

he be not hurt. It is a thorough-fare for fteel, if it

be not hurt.

2 Lord. His fteel was in debt, it went o' th' back-

fide the town. \Afide.

Clot. The villain would not ftand me.

2 Lord. No, but he QsAforward (till, towards your

face. [JJtde.

1 Lord. Stand you ? you have land enough of your

own •, but he added to your Having, gave you fome
ground.

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans, pup-

pies ! [dfide.

Clot. I would, they had not come between us.

2 Lord. So would I, 'till you had meafur'd how
long a fool you were upon the ground. . \Afide*

Clot. And that me mould love this fellow, and re-

fufe me !
—

—

2 Lord. If it be a fin to make a true election, fhe's

damn'd. [JJide.

1 Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty and

her brain go not together. 6
She's a good Shine, but

I have feen fmall reflection of her wit.

2 Lord. She mines not upon fools, left the reflection

fhould hurt her. [JJide.

Clot. Come, I'll to my chamber: 'would, there

had been fome hurt done

!

2 Lord. I wifh not fo ; unlefs it had been the fall

of an afs, which is no great hurt. \Afide.

6 She's a good fign.] Ifflgn be the true reading, the poet means
by it conftellation, and by reflection is meant influence. But I

rather think, from the anfwer, that he wroteJhine. So in his

Venus and Adonis^

As if, from thence, they borrowed all their fhime.

Clot.
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Clot. You1

11 go with us?

1 Lord. I'll attend your Lordfliip.

Clot. Nay, come, let's go together.

2 Lord. Well, my Lord.

SCENE
Imogen'* Apart?nent.

Enter Imogen, and Pifanio.

Imo. T Would, thou grew'fl: unto the mores o'th' ha-

JL ven,

And queftion'd'ft every fail : if he mould write-,

And 1 not have it* 7 'twere a paper loft

As offer'd mercy is. What was the laft

That he fpake with thee?

Pif. 'Twas, His Queen, his Queen!

Imo. Then wav'd his handkerchief?

Pif. And kifs'd it, Madam.
Imo. Senfelefs linnen, happier therein than I!

And that was all ?

Pif. No
5
Madam ;

8
for fo long

j , \ i M I .
- 'twere a paper loji

As offend mercy is. ] i. e. Should one of bis letters

mi/carry , the lofs would he as great as the offer d mercy of heaven

negletled or rejecled. But the Oxford Editor amends it thus,

"'twere a paper loft,

With offer d mercy in it.

%—— for fi long

As he could make me with his eye, or car,

Diftinguijb him from others,—] But how could Pofhumus
make himfelf diiiinguifh'd by his ear to Pifanio? By his tongue

fire might, to the other's ear : and this was certainly Shakefpeari

intention. We muft therefore read,

As he could make me with this eye, or ear,

Diftinguijb himfrom others.

The exprctlion is JW]/*ftK» as. the Greeks term it : the party

fpeaking points to the part fpoken of.

As

[Exeunt.

V.
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As he could make me with this eye, or ear,

Diftinguifh him from others, he did keep

The deck, with glove or hat, or handkerchief,

Still waving, as the fits and ftirs of 's mind
Could beft exprefs how flow his foul fail'd on,

How fwift his Ihip.

Imo. Thou fhould'ft have made him
As little as a crow, or lefs, ere left

To after-eye him.

Pif. Madam, fo I did.

Imo. 6
1 would have broke mine eye-ftrings ; cracky

'em, but
' To look upon him ;

9 'till the diminution
* Of's fpace had pointed him fharp as my needle j

* Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from
* The fmallnefs of a gnat, to air ; and then
* Have turn'd mine eye, and wept,- 1 But, good

Pifamo,

When mall we hear from him ?

Pif. Be affur'd, Madam,
With his next vantage.

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had
" Moft pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him,
u How I would think on him, at certain hours,

" Such thoughts, and fuch j or, I could make him
fwear,

" The She's of Italy mould not betray
" Mine intereft, and his honour ; or have charged him,
" At the fixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight,

9 —— 9
tiff the diminution

Of space had pointed him /harp as my needle ;] But the

increafe of diftance is the augmentation, not the diminution of

fpace between the object and the beholder : which augmentation

occafions the diminution of the object . We mould read therefore,

'tiff the diminution

Of's space——
i. e. of his fpace, or of that fpace which his body occupied; and

this is the diminution of the object by the augmentation of fpace.

u T'encounter
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« T'encounter me with Orifons-, (for then

•* 1 am in heaven for him 0 1 or ere I could

** Give him that parting kifs, which I had fet

44 Betwixt two charming words, % comes in my Father \

1 __—. or ere I could

Gi<ve him the parting kifs, which I had fet

Eetwecn two charming words.—] There is an inexpreffible

pretrinefs in the whole of this idea The image is taken from a

gem let between two others of a different kind. But what were

thefe two charming words, between which the kifs was fet ? This
may bethought too nice an inquiry. Jf we confidjer Shah/fear
as having only the vague idea of two fond words in general, the

douceurs, with which lovers are ufed to entertain one another, the

whole force and beauty of the paffage will be loft. Without
queftion by thefe two charming words (he would be underilo^d

to mean,
Adieu, Posthumus.

The one Religion made fo ; and the other, Love.

2 comes in my Father ;

Andy like the tyrannous breathing of the North,

Shakes all our buds from growing.] Had Imogen employed

this image of the North windfhaking the tender buds, to exprefs

her father's rage at the difcovery of the marriage, it had been

proper to have laid.

Shakes all our buds from growing ;

becaufe by baniming Poflhumus, he quite cut off the fruits of their

loves and alliance, which were things of duration ; and in this

cafe the buds offruit-trees had been meant. But that was a thing

palled, the difcovery had been made, and his banifhment de-

ced. She is here telling, how her father came in while

fpjlhumus was taking his laft farevvel of her ; and while they were

going to inrerchange fome tender words to one another, which
was a p'eafure, had it not been interrupted, but of a fhort and

momentary duration. In this cafe then it is plain, that not buds

of fruit-trees, but buds of flowers are alluded to : and if fo, the

prefent reading, which refers to buds of fruit-trees, is corrupt,

and we muit conclude that Shakefpear wrote,

Shakes all our buds from BLOWING.
i. e. from opening, as full-blown flowers do. And I fuppofe

that his ufing the word blowing here, was the reafon why in the

foregoing line he fays, breathing of the North, intlead of

blowing of the North ; (tho' breathing be not very proper to ex-

prefs the rage and blufter of the North wind) the repetition of

which word, as it had then been ufed in two different fenfes,

would have had an ill effect.

Vol. Vir. R " And,
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" And, like the tyrannous breathing of the North,
" Shakes all our buds from blowing.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. TheQjeen, Madam,
Defires your Highnels' company.

Imo. Thofe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'd,

I will attend the Queen.

Pif. Madam, I mall. [Exeunt.

S. C E N E VI.

Changes to Rome.

Enter Philario, Tachimo, and a French man.

Lacb. T% Elieve it, Sir, I have feen him in Britaine\

13 he was then of a crefcenc Note; expected to

prove fo worthy, as fince he has been allowed the

name of. But I could then have look'd on him, with-

out the help of admiration though the catalogue of

his endowments had been tabled by his fide, and I to

peru fe him by Lterns.

Phil. You fpeak of him when he was lefs furnifh'd,

than now he is, with That which makes him both

without and within.

French. I have feen him in France we had very

many there, could behold the fun with as firm eyes as

he.

Iacb. This matter of marrying his King's Daughter,

(wherein he muft be weighed rather by her value, than

his own) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from

the matter.

French. And then his banifhment

Iacb. Ay, and the approbations of thofe, that weep

this lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonder-

fully to extend him j be it but to fortifie her Judg-

ment, which elfe an eafie battery might lay flat, for

taking
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taking a beggar without more quality. But how
comes it, he is to fojourn with you ? how creeps ac-

quaintance ?

Phil. His father and I were foldiers together, to

whom I have been often bound for no lefs than my
life.

Enter Podhumus.

Here comes the Briton. Let him be fo entertained

amongfl: you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your know-
ing, to a ftranger of his quality. I beleech you all,

be better known to this Gentleman ; whom I com-
mend to you as a noble friend of mine. How worthy
he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather than

ftory him in his own hearing.

French. Sir, we have been known together in Or-
leans.

Pqft. Since when I have been debtor to you for

courtefies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay
Hill

French. Sir, you o'er- rate my poor kindnefs; I was
glad I did atone my Countryman and you; it had been
pity, you fhould have been put together with fo mor-
tal a purpofe, as then each bore, upon importance of
fo flight and trivial a nature.

Pqft. By your pardon, Sir, I was then a young tra-

veller ; rather fhun'd to go even with what I heard,

than in my every action to be guided by others' expe-

riences; but upon my mended judgment, (if 1 offend

not to fay, it is mended,) my quarrel was not altoge-

ther flight.

French. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of
fwords ; and by fuch two, that would by all likeli-

hood have confounded one the other, or have fain

[both.

lach. Can we with manners ask, what was the dif-

ference ?

French.
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French. Safely, I think ; 'twas a contention in pu-

blick, which may without contradiction fuffer the re-

port. It was much like an argument that fell out kit

night, where each of us fell in praile ot our Country

miftrefles : This Gentleman at that time vouching,

(and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) his to be

more fair, virtuous, wife, chan\ conftant, qualified,

and lefs attemptable than any the rarcft of our ladies

in France.

lach. That Lady is not now living-, or this Gentle-

man's opinion, by this, worn out.

Poft. She holds her virtue ftill, and I my mind.

lach. You muft not fo far prefer her, 'fore ours of

Italy.

Poft. Being fo far provok'd, as I was in France^ I

would abate her nothing ; tho* I profefs my felf her

adorer, not her friend.

lach. As fair, and as good, a kind of hand-in-hand

comparifon, had been fomething too fair and too good

for any Lady in Britany. 3 If me went before others

I have feen, as that diamond of yours out-lufters many
I have beheld, I could believe, fhe excelled many

;

but I have not feen the mod precious diamond that

is, nor you the Lady.

Poft. I prais'd her, as I rated her : fo do I my (lone.

lach. What do you efteem it at ?

Poft. More than the world enjoys.

lach. Either your unparagon'd Miftrefs is dead, or

fhe's out-priz'd by a trifle.

3 Iffhe ivent before others I have feen, as that diamond of
yours out-luflers many I have beheld, 1 could not believe foe ex-

celled many\ What ? if fne did rea:ly excel others, could he not be-

lieve fhe did excel them ? Nonfenfe. We muft ftrike out the

negative, and the fenfe will be this, / can eafily believe your

mijlrefs excels many, tho
y

Jhe be not the moft excellent ; juji as Ifet
that diamond of yours is of more value than many I have beheld,

tho
1 Jknfw there are other diamonds of much greater value.

Poft.
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Pqft. You are miftaken; the one may be fold or

given, if there were wealth enough for the purchafe,

or merit for the gift. The other is not a thing for

fale, and only the gift of the Gods.

lach. Which the Gods have given you *

Poll. Which, by their graces, I will keep.

lach. You may wear her in title yours; but, you

know, ftrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds.

Your ring may be (loin too ; fo, of your brace of un-

prizeable eftimation?, the one is but frail and the other

cafual. A cunning thief, or a that-way-accomplifh'd

courtier, would hazard the winning both of firfl: and

laft.

Pqft. Your Italy contains none fo accomplifiVd a

Courtier 4 to convince the honour of my miftrefs ; if

in the holding or lofs of that, you term her frail, I do
nothing doubt, you have ftore of thieves, notwith-

Itanding I fear not my ring.

PbiL Let us leave here, Gentlemen.

Pqft. Sir, with all my heart: This worthy Signior,

I thank him, makes no ftranger of me •, we are fami-

liar at firfl:.

lach. With five times fo much converfation, I mould
get ground of your fair Miftrefs ; make her go back,

even to the yielding: had 1 admittance, and opportu-

nity to friend.

Pqft. No, no.

lach. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my
eftate to your ring, which, in my opinion, o'er-values

it fomething : but I make my wager rather againft

your confidence, than her reputation : And to bar your

offence herein too, I durft attempt it againft any Lady
in the world.

Pqft. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per-

4 to convince the honour of my miftrefs ;] Convince, for over-

come.

fWafion *
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fwafion ; and, I doubt not, you'd fuftain what you're

worthy of, by your attempt.

lack. What's That?

Poft. A repulfe; though your attempt, as you call

it, deferves more ; a punifliment too.

Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this ; it came in too

fuddenly, let it die as it was born ; and I pray you, be

better acquainted.

Iach. 'Would, I had put my eftate and my neigh-

bour's, on th' approbation of what I have fpoke.

Poft. What Lady would you chufe to aflail ?

Iach. Yours ; who in conftancy, you think, (lands

fo fafe. I will lay you ten thoufand ducats to your ring,

that, commend me to the Court where your Lady is,

with no more advantage than the opportunity of a fe-

cond conference, I will bring from thence that honour

of hers, which you imagine fo referv'd.

Poft. I will wage againft your gold, gold to it :
5 my

ring I hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it.

Iach. You are afraid,* and therein the wifer ; if you

buy ladies' flefhat a million a dram, you cannot pre-

ferve it from tainting. But, I fee, you have fome
Religion in you, that you fear.

Poft. This is but a cuftom in your tongue ; you

bear a graver purpofe, I hope.

Iach. I am the mafter of my Speeches, and would

undergo what's fpoken, I fwear.

Poft. Will you ? I fhall but lend my diamond 'till

your Return ; let there be covenants drawn between

us. My Miftrefs exceeds in goodnefs the hugenefs of

your unworthy thinking. I dare you to this match 5

here's my ring.

5 my ring I bold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it.

Iach. You are a Friend, and therein the <wifer{\ I correct it,

You are afraid, and therein the nvifer.

What lachimo fays, in the clofe of his ipeech, determines this

to have been our Poet's reading.

But, Ifee, ysu have fome Religion in you, that you fear.

Phil.
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Phil I will have it no Lay.

Iacb. By the Gods it is one.
6 If I bring you fuf-

ficient teftimony that I have enjoy'd the deareft bodily

part of your miftrefs, my ten thoufand ducats are

mine ; fo is your diamond too. If I come off, and
leave her in fuch honour as you have truft in, fhe

your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are yours;

provided, I have your commendation, for my more
free entertainment.

Poft. I embrace thefe conditions; let us have arti-

cles betwixt us only, thus far you mall anfwer ; if you

make your voyage upon her, and give me directly to

underftand you have prevail'd, I am no further your

enemy, fhe is not worth our debate. If me remain

unfeduc'd, you not making it appear otherwife; for

your ill opinion, and th' aftault you have made to her

chaftity, you fhall anfwer me with your fword.

Iacb. Your hand, a covenant ; we will have thefe

things fet down by lawful counfel, and ftraight away
for Britaine^ left the bargain mould catch cold, and
ftarve. I will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers

recorded.

6 Iach. — If I bring you not fuff.cient teftimony that I have
enjoy d the deareft bodily part ofyour miftrefs, my ten thoufand
ducats are yours ; fo is your diamond too ; if J come off, and
leave her infuch honour as you have truft in, fhe your jewel, this

your jewel, and my gold are yours, &c.
Poll. I embrace thefe conditions, &c] This was a wager be-

tween the two fpeakers. Iachimo declares the conditions of it

;

and Pofthumus embraces them : as well he might ; for Iachimo
mentions only that of the two conditions, which was favourable

to Pofthumus, namely, that if his wife preferved her honour he
Ihould win : concerning the other, (in cafe fhe preferved it not)

Iachimo, the accurate expounder of the wager, is filent. To
make him talk more in character, for we find him (harp enough
in the profecution of his bet, we mould ftrike out the negative,

and read the reft thus, If I bring you fufficient teftimony that I
have enjofd, &c. ?ny ten thoufand ducati are mine; fo is your
diamond too. If I come off, and leave her infuch honour, &c. fhe
your jevjel, &c. and my gold are yours.

R 4 PoA
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Poft. Agreed. [Exeunt Pofthumus and Iachimo.
French. Will this hold, think you ?

Phil. Signior Iachimo will not from it.

Pray, let us follow 'em. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.

Changes to Cymbeline'j Palace in Britaine.

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol.

Queen.U J H I LE yet the dew's on ground, gather
VV thofe flowers

:

Make hafte. Who has the note of them ?

i Lady. I, Madam.
Queen. Difpatch. [Exeunt Ladies.

Now, mafter Doctor, you have brought thofe drugs ?

Cor. Pleafeth your Highnefs, ayj here they are,

Madam ;

But I befeech your Grace, without offence,

(My confcience bids me ask) wherefore you have

Commanded of me thefe mod pois'nous compounds ?

Which are the movers of a languishing death ;

But, though flow, deadly.

Queen. I do wonder, Doctor,

Thou ask'ft me fuch a queftion \ have I not been

Thy pupil long ? haft thou not learn'd me how
To make perfumes ? diftil? preferve? yea, fo,

That our great King himfelf doth woo me oft

For my confections ? having thus far proceeded,

(Unlefs thou think'ft me dev'lifh,) is't not meet

That I did amplifie my judgment in

Other concluflons ? I will try the forces

Of thefe thy compounds on fuch creatures as

We count not worth the hanging, (but none human $)

To try the vigour of them, and apply

AUayments to their actj and by them gather

Their fev'ral virtues and effects.

Cor.
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Cor. Your Highnefs

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart

;

Befides, the feeing thefe effects will be

Both noyfome and infectious.

Queen. O, content thee.

Enter Pifanio.

Here comes a flatt'ring rafcal, upon him [dfidc.

Will I firfl: work he's for his matter's fake

An enemy to my fon. How now, Pifanio?

Doctor, your fervice for this time is ended s

Take your own way.

Cor, I do fufpect you, Madam : [Afide.

But you (hall do no harm.

Queen. Hark thee, a word.— [To Pifanio.

Cor, I do not like her. She doth think, fhe has

Strange ling'ring poifons ; I do know her fpirit,

And will not truft one of her malice with

A drug of fuch damn'd nature. Thofe, fhe has,

Will Itupifie and dull the fenfe a while ;

Which firft, perchance, fhe'U prove on cats and dogs,

Then afterwards up higher ; but there is

No danger in what fhew of death it makes,
More than the locking up the fpirits a time,

To be more frefh, reviving. She is fool'd

With a moft falfe effect ; and I the truer,

So to be falfe with her.

Queen. No further fervice, Doctor,

Until I fend for thee.

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit.

Queen. Weeps fhe ftill, fay'ft thou? doft thou

think, in time

She will not quench, and let inftructions enter

Where folly now poffefles ? do thou work 3

When thou fhalt bring me word flie loves my fon,

I'll tell thee on the inftant, thou art then

As great as is thy matter j greater ; for
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His fortunes all lye fpeechlefs, and his name
Is at laft gafp. Return he cannot, nor

Continue where he is : to (hi ft his being,

Is to exchange one mifery with another ;

And every day, that comes, comes to decay

A day's work in him. What flialt thou expect,

To be depender on a thing that leans?

"Who cannot be new built, and has no friends,

So much as but to prop him ?—Thou tak'ft up
[Pifanio looking on the VioL

Thou know' ft not what ; but take it for thy labour j

It is a thing I make, which hath the King
Five times redeem'd from death ; I do not know
What is more cordial. Nay, I pr'ythee, take it;

It is an earneft of a farther Good
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miftrels how
The cafe (lands with her; do'r, as from thyfelf:

Think, what a chance thou chanced on ; but think ;—

-

Thou haft thy miftrefs ft ill : to boor, my fon ;

Who ftiall take notice of thee. I'll move the King
To any fhape of thy preferment, fuch

As thou'lt defire; and then myfelf, I chiefly,

That fet thee on to this defert, am bound

To load thy merit richly. Call my women

—

[Exit Pifanio.

Think on my words A fly and conftant knave,

Not to be fhak'd ; the agent for his mafter ;

And the remembrancer of her, to hold

The hand faftto her Lord.— Tvegiv'n him That,

Which, if he take, fhail quite unpeople her

Of leidgers for her fweet ; and which rhe, after,

Except fhe bend her humour, fhall be aiTur'd

To tafte of too.

Enter Pifanio, and Ladies.

So, fo; well done, well done;

The violets, cowflips, and the primrofes,

Bear
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Bear to my clofet ; fare thee well, Pifanio,

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies.

Pif. And (hall do

:

But when to my good Lord I prove untrue,

I'll choak myfelf ; there's all I'll do for you. [Exit.

SCENE VIII.

Changes to Imogen 9

s apartments.

Enter Imogen alone.

Imo. \ Father cruel, and a Stepdame falfe,

x\ A foolifh fuitor to a wedded lady,

That hath her husband banifti'd O, that husband!

My fupream crown of grief,
8 and thofe repeated

Vexations of it Had I been thief-ftoln,

As my two brothers, happy !
9 but moft miferable

Is the defire, that's glorious. 1
Blefs'd be thofe,

How mean foe'er, that have their honeft wills,

Which feafons comfort. Who may this be ? fie !

Enter
8 and thofe repeated

Vexations of it } Meaning the Queen and her fon:

thefe are fet, in comparifon, with her husband, and make the fen-

timent extremely fine.

9 hut moji miferahle

Is the defire\ that's glorious.] Her husband, fhe fays, proves

her fupreme grief. She had been happy had Hie been itoln as her

brothers were, but now (he is miferable, as all thofe are who have

a fenfe of worth and honour fuperior to the vulgar, which occa-

fions them infinite vexations from the envious and worthlefs part

of mankind. Had fhe no: fo refined a tafte as to be content only

with the fuperior merit of Pofhumus, but could have taken up
with Cloten, fhe might have efcaped thefe perfecutions. This
elegance of tafte, which always difcovers an excellence andchufes

it, me calls with great fublimity of exprefTion, 'The defire that's

glorious ; which the Oxford Editor not underitanding alters to,

The degree that's glorious.

I Blefs'd be thofe

Honv mean foe'er, that ba<ve their honeft <wilJs,

Which feafons comfort. ] The laft words are equivocal

:

but the meaning is this, Who are beholden only to the feafons

fer



252 Cymbeline.
Enter Pifanio, and Iachimo.

Pif. Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome
Comes from my Lord with letters.

lack. Change you, Madam ?

The worthy Leonatus is in fafety,

And greets your Highnefs dearly.

Imo. Thanks, good Sir,

You're kindly welcome.

Iach. All of her, that is out of door, mod rich !

If (he befurnifh'd with a mind fo rare, [J/idc.

She is alone th''Arabian bird * and I

Have loft the wager. Boldnefs be my friend!

Arm me, Audacity, from head to foot :

Or, like the Parthian, I mall flying fight,

Rather directly fly.

Imogen reads.

He is one of the nobleft note, to zvboje kindnejjes I am
moft infinitely tyed. Refleft upon him accordingly, as you

value your truft.

Leonatus.

So far I read aloud

:

But even the very middle of my heart

Is warm'd by th* reft, and takes it thankfully.— *

You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I

Have words to bid you ; and fhall find it fo,

In all that I can do,

Iach. Thanks, faireft Lady
What! are men mad ? hath nature given them eyes

To fee this vaulted arch,
2 and the rich cope

Of fea and land, which can diftinguifh 'twixt

The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ftones

for their fupport and nourifhment ; fo that, if thofe be kindly,

fuch have no more to care for or defire.

2 and the rich crop
Offea and land—] He is here fpeaking of the covering of

fea and land, Shakefpear therefore wrote,

——And the rich cope
Upon
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5 Upon th' humbPd beach ? and can we not

Partition make with fpedhcles fo precious

'Twixt fair and fouJ.

Imo. What makes your admiration ?

lach. It cannot be i' th' eye; (for apes and monkeys,

'Twixt two fuch fhe's, would chatter this way, and

Contemn with mowes the other:) Nor i' th' judg-

ment j

For Ideots, in this cafe of favour, would

Be wifely definite: Nor i' th' appetite :

Slutt'ry, to fuch neat excellence oppos'd,
4 Should make defire vomit emptinefs,

Not fo allur'd to feed.

Imo. What is the matter, trow?

Iach. The cloyed will,

That fatiate, yet unfatisfy'd defire, (that tub

Both fill'd and running;) ravening firft the lamb,

Longs after for the garbage

Imo. What, dear Sir,

Thus raps you ? are you well ?

Iach. Thanks, Madam, well
—

'Befeech you, Sir,

[To Pifanio.

Defire my man's abode, where I did leave him

;

5 He's ftrange, and peevifh.

Pif. I was going, Sir,

3 Upon th' un number' d beach ?— ] Senfe and the antithetic

oblige us to read this nonienfe thus,

Upon the humbl'd beach,

i, e. becaufe daily infulted with the flow of the tide.

4 Should make dejire 'vomit emptinefs,

Not fo allur'd tofeed.] i. e. that appetite, which is not allu-

red to feed on fuch excellence, can have no ftomach at all ; but,

tho' empty, mail naufeate every thing.

5 He's ftrange and peevifli.] /. e. ignorant of foreign manners,

and impatient of contradiction. This, I think, was a good reafon

for his mailer to order him to ftay within doors. But the Oxford
Editor with great acumen, alters it to,

He's ftrange and iheepilh.

To
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To give him welcome.

Imo. Continues well my Lord
His health, 'befeech you?

lach. Well, Madam.
Imo. Is he difpos'd to mirth ? I hope, he is.

Iach. Exceeding pleafant j none a ftranger there

So merry, and fo gamefome \ he is call'd

The Britaine Reveller.

Imo. When he was here,

He did incline to fadnefs, and oft times

Not knowing why.
Iach. I never faw him fad,

There is a Frenchman his companion, one,

An eminent Monfieur, that, it feems, much loves

A Gallian girl at home. He furnaces

The thick fighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton^

(Your Lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, cries

Oh! —
Can my fides hold, to think, that man, who knows
By hiftory, report, or his own proof,

What woman is, yea, what me cannot chufe

But muft be, will his free hours languifh out

For aflur'd bondage?

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ?

Iach. Ay, Madam, with his eyes in flood with

laughter.

It is a recreation to be by,

And hear him mock the Frenchman: but heav'n

knows,

Some men are much to blame.

Imo. Not he, I hope.

lach. Not he. But yet heav'n's bounty tow'rds him
might

Be us'd more thankfully. In himfelf, 'tis much 5

In you, whom I count his, beyond all talents

;

Whilft I am bound to wonder, I am bound
To pity too.

Im§,
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Into. What do you pity, Sir ?

Iach. Two creatures heartily.

Imo. Am I one, Sir?

You look on me what wreck difcern you in me,
Deferves your pity

Iach. Lamentable! what!

To hide me from the radiant fun, and folace

1' di' dungeon by a fhuff ?

Imo. I pray you, Sir,

Deliver with more opennefs your anfwers

To my demands. Why do you pity me?
Iach. That others do,

I was about to fay, enjoy your but

It is an office of the Gods to venge it,

Not mine to fpeak on't.

Imo. You do feem to know
Something of me, or what concerns me ; pray

you,
^

(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more
Than to be fure they do > for certainties

Or are paft remedies, or timely knowing,

The remedy then born ;) difcover to me
What both you fpur and flop.

Iach. Had I this cheek

To bath my lips upon ; this hand, whofe touch,

\V hofe ev'ry touch would force the feeler's foul

To th'oath of loyalty, this object, which

Takes pris'ner the wild motion of mine eye,

Fixing it only here ; mould I, (damn'd them,)

Slaver with lips, as common as the flairs

That mount the Capitol 5 join gripes with hands

Made hard with hourly falfhood, as with labour

;

Then glad myfelf by peeping in an eye,

Bafe and unluftrous as the fmoaky light

That's fed with {linking tallow ; it were fit,

That all the plagues of hell mould at one time

Encounter fuch revolt,

Im,
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Imo. My Lord, I fear,

Has forgot Britaine.

lach. And himfelf. Not I,

InclirTd to this intelligence, pronounce

The beggary of this change but 'tis your graces,

That from my muteft conlcience, to my tongue,

Charms this report out.

Imo. Let me hear no more.

lach. Oh deareftfoul! your caufe doth ftrike my
heart

With pity, that doth make me fick. A Lady
So fair, and faften'd to an empery,

Would make the great'ft King double! to be partner'd

With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exhibition

Which your own coffers yield!—with difeas'd

ventures,

That play with all infirmities for gold,

Which rottennefs lends nature ! fuch boyl'd fluff,

As well might poifon Poifon ! Be reveng'd

;

Or (he, that bore you, was no Queen, and you

Recoil from your great (lock.

Imo. Reveng'd!

How mould I be reveng'd, if this be true?

(As I have fuch a heart, that both mine ears

Mud not in hafte abufe;J if it be true,

How mall I be reveng'd ?

lach. Should he make me
Live like Diana's Prieft, betwixt cold meets;?

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps
In your defpight, upon your purfe? Revenge if.:—

.

1 dedicate myfelf to your fweet pleafure,

More noble than that runagate to your bed ;

And will continue faft to your affection,

Still clofe, as fure.

Imo. What ho, Pifanio !

lach. Let me my fervice tender on your lips.

Imo. Away!—I do condemn mine ears, that have

So
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So long attended thee. If thou wert honourable,

Thou would'ft have told this tale for virtue, not

For fuch an end thou feek'ft ; as bafe, as ftrange

:

Thou wrong'ft a Gentleman, who is as far

From thy report, as thou from honour; and

Sollicit'ft here a Lady, that difdains

Thee, and the Devil alike. What ho, Pifaniol-

The King my father fhall be made acquainted

Of thy ailault; if he fhall think it fit,

A faucy ftranger in his court to mart
As in a Romijh flew, and to expound
His beaftly mind to us ; he hath a court

He little cares ror, and a daughter whom
He not refpedb at all. What ho, Pifanio!

Iach. O happy Leonatus^ I may fay ;

The credit, that thy Lady hath of thee,

Deferves thy truft, and thy mofl perfect goodnefs

Her aflur'd credit ! blefltd live you long,

A Lady to the worthiefl Sir, that ever

Country call'd his! and you his miftrefs, only

For the mofl worthiefl fit ! Give me your pardon.

I have fpoke this, to know if your affiance

Were deeply rooted ; and fhall make your Lord,

That which he is, new o'er : and he is one

The truefl-manner'd, fuch a holy witch,

That he enchants focieties into him :

Half all men's hearts are his.

Into. You make amends.

Iach. He fits 'mong men, like a defcended God :

He hath a kind of honour fets him off,

More than a mortal feeming. Be not angry,

Mofl mighty Princefs, that I have adventur'd

To try your taking of a falfe report \ which hath

Honour'd with confirmation your greatjudgment,

In the election of a Sir, fo rare,

Which, you know, cannot err. The love I bear hi

Made me to fan you thus 5 but the Gods made ycu,

Vo L. VII. S t
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Unlike all others, chaffiefs. Pray, your pardon.

Imo. All's well, Sir; take my pow'r i* th' court for

yours.

loch. My humble thanks; I had almoft forgot

T* intreat your Grace but in a fmall requeft,

And yet of moment too, for it concerns

Your Lord ; myielf, and other noble friends

Are partners in the bufinefs.

Imo. Pray, whatis't?

lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your Lord,

(Beft feather of our wing,) have mingled fums

To buy a prefent for the Emperor :

Which I, the factor for the reft, have done

In France -> 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels

Of rich and exquifite form, their values great;

And I am fomething curious, being ftrange,

To have them in fate ftowage : may it pleafe you

To take them in protection ?

Imo. Willingly ;

And pawn mine honour for their fafety. Since

My Lord hath int'reft in them, I will keep them

In my bed-chamber.

lach. They are in a trunk,

Attended by my men : I will make bold

To fend them to you, only for this night;

I mud aboard to morrow.

j

Imo. O no, no.

lach. Yes, I befeech you : or I (hall fliort my word.

By lengthening my return. From Gallia^

I crofs'd the feas on purpofe, and on promife

To fee your Grace.

Imo. I thank you for your pains

;

But not away to morrow ?

lach. O, 1 muft, Madam.
Therefore, I mail befeech you, if you pleafe'

To greet your lord with writing, do't to night.

I have outftood my time, which is material

To
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To th* tender of our prefent.

Imo. I will write :

Send your trunk to me, it mall fafe be kept,

And truly yielded you : You're very welcome.

[Exeunt,

A C T II. S C E N E I.

CYMBELINE'j Palace.

Enter Cloten, and two Lords.

Cloten,

WA S there ever man had fuch luck ! when I

kifs'd the Jack upon an up-caft, to be hit

away! I had an hundred pound on't; and then a

whorefon jack-an-apes muft take me up for Iwearing,

as if I borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not

fpend them at my pleafure.

1 Lord. What got he by that? you have broke

his pate with your bowl.

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke ir,

it would have run all out. {djide.

Clot. When a gentleman is difpos'd to fwear, it is

not for any (landers- by to curtail his oaths. Ha ?

2 Lord. No, my lord \ nor crop the ears of them.

\Afile.

Clot. Whorfon dog! I give him fatisfaction ?

'would, he had been one of my rank.

2 Lord. To have fmelt like a fool..—— [Jfide.
Clot. I am not vexc more at any thing in the

earth,—a pox on'c ! I had rather not be fo noble as

I am; they dare not fight with me, becaufe of the

Queen my mother ; every Jack-flave hath his belly

full of fighting, and I muit go up and down like a

cock that no body can match.

S a 2 Lord.
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2 Lord. You are a cock and a capon too ; and you
crow, cock, with your comb on. [rffide.

Clot. Say'ft thou ?

2 Lord. It is not fit your lordfhip mould undertake

every companion, that you give offence to.

Clot. No, I know that •, bat it is fit I fhould com-
mit offence to my inferiors.

z Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordfliip only. -

Clot. Why, fo I fay.

1 Lord. Did you hear of a ftranger that's come to

court to night ?

Clot. A ftranger, and I not know on't ?

2 Lord. He's a ftrange fellow himfelf, and knows

i Lord. There's an Italian come, and, 'tis thought,

one of Leonatus's friends.

Clot. Leonalusl a banifh'd rafcal ; and he's another,

whatfoever he be. Who told you of this ftranger ?

1 Lord. One of your lordfliip's pages.

Clot. Is it fit I went to look upon him ? is there no i

derogation in't?

2 Lord, You cannot derogate, my lord.

Clot. Not eafily, I think.

2 Lord. You are a fool granted, therefore your

hTues being foolifh do not derogate. [jfidc.

Clot. Gome, I'll go fee this Italian : what I have-

loft to day at bowls, I'll win to night of him..

Come; go.

2 Lord. I'll attend your lordlhip. \_Exit Clot.

That fuch a crafty devil as his mother,

Should yield the world thisafs!—a woman, that

Bears all down with her brain ; and this her fon

Cannot take two from twenty for his heart,

And leave eighteen.——Alas, Poor Princefs,

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ft J

Betwixt a father by thy ftep-dame govern'd,

A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer,

it not.

Mor<
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More hateful than the foul expulfion is

O thy dear husband, than that horrid act

Of the divorce (a) Hell made. The heav'ns hold firm

The walls of thy dear Honour keep unfhak'd

That Temple, thv fair Mind ; that thou may'ft ftand

T' enjoy thy bamih'd lord, and this great land !

[Exeunt.
.

SCENE II.

Changes to a magnificeiit Bed-chamber ; in one

part of it a large trunk.

Imogen is difcover'd reading in her bed, a Lady

attending.

Imo. YX7 H O's there ? my woman Helen ?W Lady. Pleafe you, Madam .

Into. What hour is it ?

Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam.
Imo. I have read three hours then, mine eyes are

weak,

Fold down the leaf where I have left ; to bed

—

Take not away the taper, leave it burning :

And if thou canft awake by four o'th* clock,

I pr'ythee, call me fleephath feiz'd me wholly.

[Exit Lady.

To your protection I commend me, Gods;
From Fairies, and the Tempters of the night,

Guard me, 'befeech ye. [Sleeps.

[Tachimo rifes from the trunk*

Iach. The crickets fing, and man's o'er-labour'd

fenfe

Repairs itfelf by reft : our Tarquin thus

Did foftly prefs the rufhes, ere he waken'd

I [
a) °f the divorce Hell-made. Oxford Editor,— Vulg. of tb$

divorce be'Id make!\

S 3 The
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The chaftity he wounded. Cytherea,

How bravely thou becom'ft thy bed ! frefli lilly,

And whiter than the meets! that I might touch,

Bat kifs, one kifs—rubies unparagon'd,

How dearly they do't !
—

*tis her breathing, that

Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o'th* taper

Bows tow'rd her, and would under-peep her lids,

To fee th' inclofed light, nov/ canopy'd

Under thefe windows : white 1 with azure lac'd,

The blue of heavVs own tinct—-But my defign's

To note the chamber—I will write all down,
Such, and fuch, pictures—there, the window,—fuch

Th' adornment of her bed the arras, figures

Why, fuch, and fuch—and the contents o'th* (lory—
Ali, but fome nat'ral notes about her body,

Above ten thoufand meaner moveables,

Would teftify, t'enrich my inventory.

O Sleep, thou ape of Death, lye dull upon herf

And be her fenfe but as a monument,
Thus in a chappel lying ! Come off, come off.

—

[Taking off her bracelet.

As flipp'ry, as the Gordian knot was hard -

'Tis mine •, and this will witnefs outwardly,

As ftrongly as the confcience do's within,

To th* madding of her lord. On her left bread

A mole cinque- fpotted, like the crimfon drops

I'th' bottom of a cowflip. Here's a voucher,

Stronger than ever law could make : this fecret

Will force him think, I've pick'd the lock \ and ta'en

The treafure of her honour. No more— to what end ?

Why fhould I write this down, that's rivetted,

Screw'd to my. mem'ry ? She hath been reading, late,

I white and azure, lac'd

With blue of bcavtfs own tinft.') We ftiould read,

-white *with azure lac*d,

The blue of hewvn^s own tincl* '

i. e, the white skin laced with blue veins.

The
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The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's tum'd down,
Where Pkibmele gave up 1 have enough.—
To tiV trunk again, and fhut the fpring of it.

Swift, fwift, you Dngons of the night! 2
that dawning

Ma) bear the raven's eye : I lodge in fear.

Though this a heav'nly angel, hell is here. [Clockftrikes.

One, two, three: time, time!

[Goes into the trunk, the Seme clofes.

SCENE III.

1 Changes to another part of the Palace, facing

Imogen's Apartme?its.

Enter Cloten, and Lords.

1 Lord.\7 OUR lordfhip is the mod patient man in

I lofs, the coldeft that ever turn'd up ace.

Clot. It would make any man cold to lofe.

. 1 Lord. But not every man patient, after the noble

temper of your lordfhip j you are mod hot, and fu-

rious, when you win.

Clot. Winning will put any man into courage : If I

could get this foolifh Imogen, I mould have gold

enough: It's almoft morning, is't not ?

2 - that davoning

May bear the raver?s eye: ] Some copies read bare or

make bare ; etheis, ope. But the true reading is bear, a term

taken from heraldry, and very fublimely applied. The meaning

is, that morning may aflume the colour of the raven's eye, which
is grey. Hence it is fo commonly called the grey-eyd morning.

And Romeo and Juliet,

ril Jay yon grey is not the morning's eye.

Had Shake[pear meant to bare or open the eye, that i.
c
, to awake,

he had inilanced rather in the lark than raven, as the earlier rifer.

Befides, whether the morning bared or opened the raven's eye was
of no advantage to the fpeaker, but it was of much advantage that

it mould bear it, that is, become light. Yet the Oxford Editor

jiidiciouily alters it to,

May bare its raven- eye.

S 4 1 Lord,
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1 Lord. Day, my lord.

Clot. I would, this mufick would come : I am ad-

vis'd to give her mufick o'mornings ; they fay, it will

penetrate.

Enter Mujirians.

Come on, tune ; if you can penetrate her with your

fingering, fo •> we'll try with tongue too ; if none will

do, let her remain: but I'll never give o*er. Firft, a

very excellent good conceited thing ; after, a wonder-

ful fweet air with admirable rich words to it; and then

let her confider.

SONG.
Hark, hark ! the lark at heatfn's gateJings>

And Phoebus 'gins arife,

3 His Jieeds to water at thojeJprings

On chalic'dflowers that lyes:

And winking Mary -buds begin

To ope their golden eyes ;

With every thing (a) that pretty biny

My lady fweet, arife

:

Arife, arife.

So, get you gone if this penetrate, I will confider

your mufick the better : if it do not, it is a vice in her

ears, which horfe-hairs, and cats' guts, nor the voice of

unpav'd eunuch to boot, can never amend.

[Exeunt Mujicians,

Enter Queen and Cymbeline.

2 Lord. Here comes the King.

Clot. I am glad I was up fo late, for that's the reafoa

3 His Jieeds to water at thofe fprings

On chalic dflowers that lyes .] i. e. the morning fun drie»

up the dew which lies in the cups of flowers.

1(a) that pretty bin. Oxford Editor.—Vulg. that pretty is.]

I



Cymbeline. i

I was up fo early : he cannot chufe but take this fervice

I have done, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma-
jefty, and to my gracious mother.

Cym. Attend you here the door of our ftern daughter ?

Will fhe not forth ?

Clot. I have afiail'd her with muficks, but fhe

vouchfafes no notice.

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ;

She hath not yet forgot him : fome more time

Mud wear the print of his remembrance out,

And then (he's yours.

Queen* You are moft bound to th* King,

Who lets go by no vantages, that may
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourfelf

To orderly follicits; and be friended

With aptnefs of the feafon; make denials

Encreafe your fervices ; fo feem, as if

You were infpir'd to do thofe duties, which

You tender to her : that you in all obey her,

Save when command to your difmiffion tends,

And therein you are fcnfelefs.

Clot. Senfelefs? not fo.

Enter a MeJJenger.

Mef. So like you, Sir, Ambafladors from Romc\
The one is Cuius Lucius.

Cym. A worthy fellow,

Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now

;

But that's no fault of his : we muft receive him
According to the honour of his fender;

And towards himfelf, 4 his goodnefs fore-fpent on us,

We mud extend our notice : Our dear fon,

When you have giv'n good morning to your miftrefs,

4 his goodnefs fore-fpent on us,] i. /, the good offices

done hy him to us heretofore.

Attend
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A ftend the Qjeen and us 5 we (hall have need

T' enij^oy you towards tnis Roman. Come, our
Qjeen. [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.

Clot. * If /he be up, I'll fpeak with her ; if nor,

Let her lye lull, and dream. By your leave, ho!

[Knocks.

I know, her women are about her—what,

If 1 do line one of their nands? 'tis gold,

Which buys admittance, (oft it doih,) yea, makes
Diana'^ rangers falfe themfelves, yield up
Their aeer to th* ftand o'th* dealer : and 'tis gold,

"Which makes the true man kill'd, and faves the thief

;

Nay, fometimes, hangs both thief and true-man : what
Can it not do, and undo? I will make
One of her women lawyer to me, for

I yet not under Itand the cafe myfelf.

By your leave. [Knocks.

Enter a Lady.

Lady. Who's there, that knocks?

Clot. \ Gentleman.

Lady. No more ?

Clot. Yes, and a gentlewoman's fon.

Lady. That's more
Than lome, whole tailors are as dear as yours,

Can jultly boaft of: what's your lordlhip's pleafure?

Clot Your lady's perfon; is (he ready?

Lady. Ay, to keep her chamber.

Clot. There is gold for you
s

fell me your good
report.

5 If Jbe be up, &c ] It is obfervable, that Shakejpear makes
his foola deal much ;i. that kn.d pf wit called the double entendre

with or.ly a lingle meaning; fince his time transferred to the line

Gentleman of the drama.

Lady.
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Lady. How, my good name ? or to report of you

What I fhall think is good ? The Princels

Enter Imogen.

Clot. Good morrow, faireft : filler, your fweet hand.

Imo. Good morrow, Sir; you Jay out too much
pains

For purchafing but trouble ; the thanks I give,

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks,

And fcarce can fpare them.

Clot. StiU, I fwear, I love you-

Imo. If you but faid fo, 'twere as deep with mes
If you fwear ftill, your recompence is ftill

That I regard it not.

Clot. This is no anfwer.

Imo. But that you fhall not fay I yield, being filent,

I would not fpeak. I pray you, fpare me—faith,

I fhall unfold equal difcourtefie

To your beft kindnefs :

6 one of your great knowing
Should learn (being tort) forbearance.

6 » one ofyour great knowing
Should learn [being taught) forbearance.] But fure,

whoever is taught, necefTarily learns. Learning is not the fit

and reafonable confequence of being taught , but is the thing it felt.

As it is fuperfluous in the exprtffion, fo (which is the common
condition of nonfenfe) it is deficient in the fentiment. It is no
mark of a knowing perfon that he has learnt forbearance fimply.

For forbearance becomes a virtue, or point of civil prudence, only
as it refpe&s a forbidden object. Shakefpear, I am perfuaded,

wrote,

— 1 one ofyour great knowing
Should learn (being tort) forbearance.

i. e. one of your wifdom fhould learn (from a fenfe of your pur-

fuing a forbidden object) forbearance : which gives us a good and

pertinent meaning in a correct expreilion. Tort, an old French

word, fignifying the being in the nvrong, is much in ufe amongft

our old Englijb writers, which thofe who have not read them,

rnay collcdt from its being found in the Etymologicon of the judi-

cious Skinner.

Clot,
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Clot. 7 To leave you in your madnefs, 'twere my fin

;

I will not.

Imo. Fools cure not mad folks.

Clot. Do you call me fool ?

Imo. As 1 am mad, 1 do :

If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad ;

That cures us both. I am much forry, Sir,

You put me to forget a lady's manners

By being fo verbal : and learn now for all,

That I, who know my heart, do here pronounce

By th' very truth of it, I care not for you :

And am fo near the lack of charity

T* accufe my felf, I hate you : which I had rather

You tclt, than make my boaft.

dot. You fin againft

Obedience, which you owe your father ; for

The contract you pretend with that bafe wretch,

(One, bred of alms, and foftcr'd with cold difties,

V ith fcraps oW courr,) it is no contract, none:

And iough it beallow'd in meaner parties,

-j To lea^ m in your Madnefs, 'twere my Sin ;

/ ivill not

Imo. Fools are not madfAks.
Clot. Do you call me fool?
Imo As 1 at,, mal, I do ] But does (he really call him fool ?

The acuti ft c it c would be puzzled to find it out, as the text

fta- d^. The reafoning is perpltx'd by a flight corruption ; and

Wt: m.At reitore it thus,

Fools cure not madfolks.
You are mad, fays he, and it would be a crime in me to leave

you to younelf. Nay. fays fhe. why fhould you ftay ? A fool

never curM madnels Do you call me fool ? repiie. he, &c. All

thi> is eafy and natural. And that cure was certainly the poet's

word. I chink, h very evident from what Imogen immediately

fuljjnis.

If you 11 be patient , Til no more be mad ;

(hot c rts us both.

i. e. if you'll ceafe to torture me with your foolifli foliciration*,

I'll ceai'e to fhrw to vards you any thing like madnefs : fo a double

cure will oe effected, of your folly, and my fuppos'd frenzy.

(Yet
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(Yet who than he, more mean?) to knit their fouls

(On whom there is no more dependency

But brats and beggary,) 8
in ielf-finger'd knot;

Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by

The confequence o'th
5 crown ; and mull not foil

The precious note of it with a bafe flave,

A hilding for a livery, a fquire's cloth j

A pantler; not fo eminent. —
Into. Prophane fellow !

Wert thou the fon of Jupiter, and no more
But what thou art befides, thou wert too bafe

To be his groom : thou wert dignify*d enough,

Ev'n to the point of Envy, if 'twere made
Comparative for your virtues, to be ftil'd

The under-hangman of his realm 5 and hated

For being preferr'd fo well.

Clot. Thefouth-fog rot him !

Imo. He never can meet more mifchance, than

come
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneft garment,

That ever had but dipt his body, 's dearer

In my refpect, than all the hairs above thee,

Were they all made fuch men. How now, Pifanio ?

Enter Pifanio.

Clot. His garment ? now, the devil—
Imo. To Dorothy, my woman, hye thee prefently.

Clot. His garment ?

Imo. I am fprighted with a fool.

Frighted, and angred vvorfe—go, bid my woman

8— in self-ficur'd knot(\ This is noafenfe. We
fhould read,

Self-finger'o knct.

i. e. a knot folely of their own tying, without any regard to

parents, or other more public considerations.

Search
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Search for 9 a jewel, that too cafuaUy

Hath left mine arm—it was thy matter's. 1 'Shrew me3

If I would loie it for a revenue

Ot any King in Europe. I do think,

I faw't this morning •, confident I am,
Laft night 'twas on my arm ; I kitted it.

* 1 hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord

That I kifs aught but him.

Pif. 'Twill not be loft.

Imo. I hope fo go, and fearch.

Clot. You have abus'd me—

—

His meaneft garment ?

Imo. Ay, I faid fo, Sir

;

If you will make't an action, call witnefs to't.

Clot. I will inform your father.

Imo. Your mother too \

She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope*

But the wortt of me. So I leave you, Sir,

To th' wortt of difcontent. \Exlt.

Clot. I'll be reveng'd,

His meaneft garment ?— well. [Exit.

9 ajewel, that tco cafually

Hatb left my arm— ] i. e. too many chances of Icnng it

have arilen irom my careleinefs.

1 *$bmo me,

If Sec] i. e. may I fall under an evil tongue, if, Sec.

2 / hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord

That I kifs aught but him. \ This is line. It was gone on that

errand. And we are to cor.fider thia pafTage as alluding to thole

ominous fpeeches concerning whicn tne ancients were lb fuper-

ltidous. See another inllance ot this kind. in the foregoing play,

Aft I. Scene II.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Changes to Rome.

Enter Pofthumus, and Philario.

Poft.T] E A R it not, Sir ; I would, I were fo fure

XJ To win the King, as I am bold, her honour

Will remain hers.

Phi. What means do you make to him ?

Poft. Not any, but abide the change of time ;

Quake in the prefent winter's ftate, and wifh,

That warmer days would come in thefe fear'd hopes,

I barely gratifie your love ; they failing,

I muft die much your debtor.

Phi. Your very goodnefs, and your company,

O'er-pays all I can do. By this, your King
Hath heard of great Augufius \ Caius Lucius

Will do's commiflion throughly. And, I think,

He'll grant the tribute ; fend th' arrearages,

E'er look upon our Romans, whofe remembrance

Is yet frefh in their grief.

Poft. I do believe,

(Statift though I am none, nor like to be,)

That this lhall prove a war •, and you mail hear

The legions, now in Gallia, fooner landed

In our not fearing Britain, than have tidings

Of any penny tribute paid. Our Countrymen
Are men more ordered, than when Julius C<efar

Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage

Worthy of frowning at. Their difcipline,

Now mingled with their courages, will make known
3 To their approvers, they are people fuch

As mend upon the world.

3 To their approvers. ] V. s. to thofe who try them.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter Iachimo.

Phil See, Iachimo.—
Poft. Sure, the fwift harts have pofted you by land,

And winds of all the corners kifs'd your fails,

To make your veffel nimble.

Poft. Welcome, Sir.

Phi. I hope, the briefnefs of your anfwer made
The fpeedinefs of your Return.

lack Your lady

Is of the faired I e'er looked upon.

Poft. And, therewithal, the bed; or let her beauty

Look through a cafement to allure falfe hearts,

And be falfe with them.

Iacb. Here are letters for you.

Poft. Their tenour good, I truft.

Iach. 'Tis very like.

Poft. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain Court,

When you were there ?

Iach. He was expected then,

But not approach\i.

Pojl. All is well yet.

Sparkles this ftone as it was wont, or is't not

Too dull for your good wearing?

Iach. If I've loft it,

I mould have loft the worth of it in gold

;

Til make a journey twice as far, t' enjoy

A fecond night of fuch fweet (hortnefs, which
Was mine in Britain \ for the ring is won.

Poft. The ftone's too hard to come by.

Iach. Not a whit,

Your lady being fo eafie.

Poft. Make not, Sir,

Your lofs your fport; I hope, you know, that we
Muft not continue friends.

Iach
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lach. Good Sir, we mud,

If you keep covenant ; had \ not brought
The knowledge of your mitlrefs home, I grant,

We were to queftion farther; but I now
Profefs mylelt the winner of her honour,

Together with your ring; and not the wronger
Of her, or you, having proceeded but

By both your wills.

Pqft. If you can make't apparent

That you have tailed her in bed ; my hand,

And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion,

You had of her pure honour, gains, or lofes

Your fword or mine; or mafterlefs leaves both
I To who fhall find them.

lach. Sir, my circum fiances

Being fo near the truth, as I will make them,

Muft firft induce you to believe; whofe ftrength

I will confirm with oath, which, I doubt not,

You'll give me leave to fpare, when you (hall find

You need it not.

Pcft. Proceed.

lach. Firft, her bed-chamber

(Where, 1 confefs, I flept not; but profefs,

Had That was well worth watching) it washang'd
With tapeftry of filk and filver ; the ftory
46 Proud Cleopatra, when me met her Roman,
" 4And Cydnus fwell'd above the banks, or for

The prefs of boats, or pride ,—A piece of work
So

4 And CydnusfzueWd abo-je the banks, or for

The prefs of boats, or pride , ] This is an agreeable ridi-

cule on poetical exaggeration, which gives human pafiions to in-

animate things : and particularly, upon what he himfelf writes in

the foregoing play on this very fubjedt,

-And made
The water, which they beat, tofollowfajler,
As amorous of their uroke 5 .

But the fatire is not only agreeably turned, but very artfully em-
ployed ; as it is a plain indication, that the fpcaker is fecredy
Vol. VII. T mucking
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So bravely done, To rich, that it did drive

In workmanfhip, and value ; which, I wonder'd,

Could be lb rarely and exactly wrought,

Since the true life on't was—
Puft, This is true

;

And this you might have heard of here, by me,
Or by fome other.

Iach. More Particulars

Muft juftify my knowledge.

Poft. So they muft,

Or do your honour injury.

Iach. The chimney

Is fouth the chamber ; and the chimney-piece,

Chalt Dian
i

bathing: never faw I figures

So likely to report themfelves; the cutter

5 Was as another nature, dumb \ out-went her,

Motion and breath left out.

Poft. T his is a thing,

Which you might from relation likewife reap

Being, as it is, much fpoke of.

Iach. The roof o' th' chamber

With golden cherubims is fretted : Th' andirons,

mocking the credulity of his hearer, while he is endeavouring to

perfuade him of his wife's falshood. The very fame kind of

Satire we have again, on much the fame occafion, in The tiv&

Gentlemen of Verona, where the felfe Proteus lays to his friend,

of his friend's miftrels,

. , an(}fog hath offered to the doom,

Which unreversedfiands in effectual force,

A fea of melting pearl, which fome call tears.

A certain gaiety of heart, which the fpeaker ftrives to conceal

breaking out under a fatire, by which he would inftnuate to his

friend the trifling worth of woman's tears.

5 Was as another nature, dumb ; ] This nonfenfe fhould

without queftion be read and pointed thus,

Has as another nature done; out-went her,

Motion and breath left out.

i. e. has worked as exquifitely, nay has exceeded her if you will

put motion, and breath out of the queition.
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(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids

Of filver, each on one foot Handing, niceJy

Depending on their brands.

Poft. What's this t' her honour?

Let it be granted you have feen all thiSj

Praife be to your remembrance, the defcription

Of what is in her chamber nothing favcs

The wager you have laid.

Iach. Then, if you can [Pulling out the Bracelet.

Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel ; fee ?

And now 'tis up again ; it muft be married

To that your diamond. I'll keep them.

Poft. Jove!

Once more let me behold it : Is it That,

Which I left with her ?

Iach. Sir, I thank her, That:

She ftrip'd it from her arm, I fee her yet,

Her pretty action did out-fell her gift,

And yet enrich'd it too ; (he gave it me,
And faid, fhe priz'd it once.

Poft. May be, me pluck'd it off

To fend it me.

Iach. She writes fo to you ? doth ihe ?

Poft. Q, no, no, noj 'tis true. Here, take this

too

;

It is a bafilisk unto mine eye,

Kills me to look on't ; let there be no honour,

Where there is beauty -> truth, where femblance ; love.

Where there's another man. The vows of women
Of no more bondage be, to where they're made,

Than they are to their virtues, which is nothing

;

O, above meafure falfe

!

Phi. Have patience, Sir,

And take your ring again : 'tis not yet won

;

It may be probable, fhe loft it ; or,

Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted,

Hath ftoln it from her,

T 2 Poft.



Cymbeline.
Toft. Very true,

And fo, I hope, he came by't ;—back my ring

Render to me fome corporal fign about her,

More evident than this ; for this was ftole.

Iach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm.

Poft. Hark you, hefwears; by Jupiter he fwears.

'Tis true—nay, keep the ring
—

'tis true 5
6 I'm fure

She could not lofe it ; her attendants are

All honourable j they induc'd to fteal it!

And, by a ftranger! -no, he hath enjoy'd her.

The cognizance of her incontinency

Is this ; (he hath bought the name of Whore thus

dearly \

There, take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell

Divide themfelves between you !

Phi. Sir, be patient

;

This is not ftrong enough to be believ'd,

Of one perfuaded well of.—

•

Poft. Never talk on't

;

She hath been coked by him.

Iach. If you feek

For further fatisfying, under her breaft,

Worthy the prefling, lyes a mole, right proud

Of that mod delicate lodging. By my life,

6 0 I'm fure

She could not lofe it ; her attendants are

Ml honourable ; they indue*d to jieal it!

And
y by a Jiranger ! no, ] The abfurd conclufions of

jcaloufy are here admirably painted and expofed. Pojlbumus, on

the credit of a bracelet, and an oath of the party concerned,

judges againft all appearances from the intimate knowledge of his

wife's honour, that Hie was falfe to his bed ; and grounds that

judgment, at laft. upon much lefs appearances of the honour of

her attendants. Now common fenfe, from his belief of the honour

of his wife's attendants, fhould either have made him conclude in

favour of hers ; or if he rejected the much ftronger appearance*

of honour in her, he mould, at the lame time, have rejected thofe

much (weaker in her attendants. But Shake/pear knew at what
diftance reafon and lo<ve are wont to be, and has, therefore, made
them keep their diftance here.
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I kift it ; and it gave me prefent hunger

To feed again, though fulJ. You do remember
This (lain upon her?

Pofi. Ay, and it doth confirm

Another (tain, as big as hell can hold,

Were there no more but it.

Iacb. Will you hear more?

Pofi. Spare your arithmetick.

Count not the Turns: once, and a million!

Iacb. I" 11 be lworn

Pofi. Nofwearing:
If you will fwear you have not done't, you lie.

And I will kill thee, if thou doit deny

Thou'ft made me cuckold.

Iacb I'll deny nothing.

Pofi. O, that 1 had her here, to tear her limb-meal

!

I will go there, and do't i

a
th' Court, before

Her father—-I'll do fomething [Exit.

Phi, Quite befides

The government of patience ! you have won ;

Let's follow him, and pervert the prefent wrath

He hath againft himfelf.

Iacb. With all my heart. [Exeunt.

SCENE VII.

Re-enter Pofthumus.

Pofi.
c
Is there no way for men to be, but women

4 Mud be half-workers? we are baftards all;

* And that mod venerable man, which I

4 Did call my father, was I know not where,
* When L was ftampt. Some coyner with his tools

* Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother feem'd
' The Dian of that time; fo doth my wife

* The non-pareil of this—Oh vengeance, vengeance!
* Me of my lawful pleafure fhe reftrain'd,

* And pray'd me, oft, forbearance •, did it with

T 3 A
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4 A pudency fo rofie, the fweet view on't
4 Might well have warm'd old Saturn- 1 that I

4 thought her

* Aschafte, as unfunn'd fnow. Oh, all the Devils

!

* This yellow Iachimo in an hour—was't not ?—

—

4 Or lefs : at firft ? perchance, he fpoke not, but
4 Like a full-acorn'd Boar, a churning on,
4 Cry'd oh! and mounted*, found no oppofition
4 From what he look'd for mould oppofe, and fhe
4 Should from encounter guard. Could I find out

* The woman's part in me—for there's no motion
4 That tends to vice in man, but, I affirm,
4

It is the woman's part \ be't lying, note it,

* The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ;

4 Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges,
4 hers;

c Ambitions^ coverings, change of prides, difdain,
c Nice longings, (landers, mutability :

c All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows,
4 Why, hers, in part, or all 3 but rather all.—For

4 even to vice
c They are not conftant, but are changing ftffl ;

4 One vice, but of a minute old, for one
c Not half fo old as that. I'll write againft them,
4 Deleft them, curfe them—yet 'tis greater skill,

4 In a true hate to pray, they have their Will

;

4 The very Devils cannot plague them better. [Exit.

ACT
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ACT III. SCENE L

Cymbe'in-'j' Palace.

Enter, in State, Cymbeline, %$ueen> Clotcn, and

Lords at one door and at another, Caius Lucius

and attendants.

Cymbeline.
V] O W fay, what would Auguftus Gefar with us?

L\ Luc. When Julius Cajar, (whofe remem-
brance yet

Lives in men's eye?, and will to ears and tongues

Be theme, and Hearing ever) was in this Britaine^

And conquerVi if, Cciljibelan, thine uncle,

(Famous in C.e/ars prahes, no whit lefs

Than in his tea s deierving it) for him,

And his fucceffion, granted Rome a Tribute,

Yearly three thouiand pounds ; which by thee lately

Is left untender'd.

Queen. And, to kill the marvail,

Shali be fo ever.

Clot. There be many Ctefars,

Ere fuch another Julius : Eritaine is

A world by't felf; and we will nothing pay

For wearing our own nofes.

Queen. That opportunity,

Which then they had to take from's, to relume

We have again. Remember, Sir, my liege,

The Kings your anceftors : together with

The nat'ral Brav'ry of your IQe ; which (lands,

As Neptune's Park, ribbed and paled in

(a) With rocks unskaleablc, and roaring waters;

With Sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats,

[ [a] With rocks unshakable, Oxford Editor,—Vuig. with

t&ks unshakable,
~\

T 4 But



2§0 Cymbeline
But fuck them up to th' top-maft. A kind of Conqueft
Cafar made here, but made not here his brag

Or, came^ ana faw9 and overcame. With mame,
(The firlt, that ever touch'd him) he was carried

From oft our coaft, 'twice beaten and his fhipping,

( 'Poor ignorant baubles) on our terrible leas,

Like egg-fheili mov*d upon their furges, crack'd

As eafiiy 'gainft our rocks. For joy whereof,

The fam'd Cqffibelan, who was once at point

(On, giglet fortune
!
) to mafter Cajar's fword,

Mad Lud\ town with rejoicing fires bright,

And Britons ftrut with courage.

Clot. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid.

Our Kingdom is ftronger than it was at that time;

and, as 1 faid, there is no more fuch Cafars\ other

of them may have crook'd nofes, but, to own fuch

ftrait arms, none.

Cym. Son, let your mother end.

Clot. We have yet many among us can gripe as

hard as Ca[fibelan\ I do not fay, I am one; but I

have a hand.- Why, (Tribute? Why fhould we
pay Tribute ? if Cafarcaxi hide the Sun from us with

a blanket, or put the Moon in his pocket, we will

pay him Tribute for light ; elfe, Sir, no more Tribute,

pray you now.

Cym. You muft know,
'Till the injurious Roman did extort

This tribute from us, We were free. Ctefar's ambition,

Which fwell'd fo much, that it did almoft ftretch

The fides o' th' world, again ft all colour, here

Did put the yoke upon's ; which to (hake off,

.

Becomes a warlike people (which we reckon

Our felves to be) to do. Say then to Ctejar,

Our anceftor was that Mulmutius, who
Ordain'd our Laws, whofe ufe the fword of C*far

Hath too much mangled ; whofe repair and franchife

i Poor fomrfflt bauble?] Ignorant, for of no ufe.
•

• Shall,
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Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,

Though Rome be therefore angry : That Mulmutius,

Who was the firft of Britaine, which did put

His brows within a golden Crown, and call'd

Himfelf a King.

Luc. I'm forry, Cymbeline,

That I am to pronounce Auguftus Ccsfar

(Cafar, that hath more Kings his fervants, than

Thyfelf domeftick officers) thine enemy.

Receive it from me then.— War and Confufion

In Cafar*% name pronounce I 'gainft thee : look

For Fury, not to be refilled. Thus defy'd,

I thank thee for my felf.

Cym. Thou'rt welcome, Caius\

Thy Cafar knighted me; my youth I fpent

Much under him : of him I gather'd honour,

Which he to feek of me again perforce,

Behooves me *keep at utterance. I am perfect,

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for

Their Liberties, are now in arms : a Precedent

Which, not to read, would fhew the Britons cold:

So C<efar mall not find them.

Luc. Let proof fpeak.

Clot. His Majefly bids you welcome. Make paf-

time with us a day or two, or longer: If you feek us

afterwards on other terms, you fhall find us in our fait

water girdle, if you beat us out of it, it is yours: if

you fall in the adventure, our crows fhall fare the bet-

ter for you j and there's an end.

Luc. So, Sir.

Cym. I know your matterYpleafure, and he mine

:

All the Remain is, Welcome. [Exeunt,

2 keep at utterance.] i. e. at extreme diltance.

SCENE
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SCENE II.

Enter Pifanid, reading a Letter.

Pif. How ? of adultery ? wherefore write you not*

What monfters have accus'd her ? Leonatusl

Oh mailer, what a ftrange infection

Is fali'n into thy ear? what falfe Italian,

(As pois'nous-tongu'd, as handed) hath prevai^d

On thy too ready Hearing! -Difloyal ? noV'yt

She's punifh'd for her truth ; and undergoes

More Goddcfs-like, than wife-like, fuch aflatflts

As would take in fome virtue, " Oh, my (Rafter

!

" Thy mind to her's is now as low, as were"
4t Thy fortunes. How ? that I mould murder her?

Upon the love and truth and vows, which P
Have made to thy Command! >I, her I——her

blood!

If it be lb to do good fervice, never

Let me be counted ferviceable. —How look I,

That I fhould ieem to lack humanity,

So much as this facl: comes to ? Do't— the letter,

[Reading,

'That I havefent her^ by her own command

Shall give thee opportunity, Damn'd paperj

Black as the ink that's on thee: lenfelefs bauble!

Art thou a fcedarie for this act, and look'ii

So virgin-like without? Lo, here Hie comes.

Enter Imogen.

I'm ignorant in what I am commanded.
Imo. How novv, Pifanio?

Pif. Madam, here is a letter from my lord.

Imo. Who! thy lord? that is my lord Leonatus

:

3 Oh, Jcarn'd, indeed, were that aftrologer,

3 Ob, learn d, indeed, were that aftrologer &c] This was a

very natural thoughr. She muil needs be luppofed, in her cir-

cumftances, to be extremely folicitcus about \hzfuture ; and de-

firous of coming to it by the afiiftance of that fuperftition.
s

That
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That knew the ftars, as I his characters

:

HeM lay the Future open.—You good Gods,

Let what is here contain'd relilh of love,

Of my lord's health, of his content i— yet not,

That we two are aiunder ; let that grieve him f

Some griefs are medicinable ; that is one of them,

For it doth phyfick love ; -of his content,

All but in that,—Good wax, thy leave,— Bleft be

You bees, that make thefe locks of coun/el ! Lovers,

And men in dang'rous bonds, pray not alike.

Though forfeitures you caft in prifon, yet

You clasp young Cupid's tables : good news, Gods !

[ Reading.

US TIC E, and your father's wrath», Jhould he take

me in his Dominion, could not be Jo cruel to me ; but

you, oh the deareft of creatures, would even renew me
with your eyes. Take notice^ that I am in Cambria, at

Milford-Haven : what your own love will, out of this ,

advife you, follow. So, he wijhes you all happinefs,

that remains loyal to his voWy and your increafin'g in

love ; Leonatus Pofthumus.

tc Oh, for a horfe with wings! hear'ft thou, Pifanio ?
" He is at Milford-Haven : read and tell me
" How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs

<c May plod it in a week, why may not I

" Glide thither in a day ? then, true Pifanio,

" Who long' ft like me to fee thy lord; who long'ft,

* c (Oh, let me 'bate) but not like me; yet long'ft—
" But in a fainter kind oh, not like me ;

jj For mine's beyond, beyond—Say, and fpeak thick 5

Love's counfellor fliould fill the bores of Hearing

To th' fmoth'ring of the Senfe—" How far it is

u To this fame blefTed Milford: and, by th* way,

p Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as

" T* inherit fuch a haven. But, firft of all,

*< How may we fteal from hence ? and for the gap
<< That
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" That we fhall make in time, from our hence going
" Till our return, t'excufe— but firft, how get hence?
" Why mould excufe be born, or ere begot ?

" We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, fpeak,
*< How many fcore of miles may we well ride

*• 'Twixt hour and hour ?

Pif. One fcore 'twixt fun and fun,

Madam, 's enough for you : and too much too.

lmo. " Why, one that rode to's execution, man,
" Could never go fo flow : I've heard of riding wagers,

Where horfes have been nimbler than the fands
4 That run i'th

5
clock's behalf. Bat this is foorry.

Go, bid my woman feign a ficknefs ; fay,

She'll home t' her father : and provide me, prefent,

A riding fuit •, no coftlier than would fit

A Franklin's houfewife.

Pif. Madam, you'd bed. confider.

Imo. 5 I fee before me, man : nor here, nor here,

Nor what enfues, that have a fog in them,

That I cannot look thro*. Away, I pr'ythee,

Do as I bid thee ; there's no more to fay

;

AccefTible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt.

4. That run i'th* clock's behalf.—] This fantaftical expremon
means no more than fand in an hour-glafs, ufed to meafure time.

5 1 fee 'before me, man: nor here nor there

^

Nor 'what enfues, but have a fog in them.

That I cannot look tbrd
>

Shakefpear fays (he can fee

before her, yet on which fide (oever me looks, there is a fog

which fhe cannot fee thro'. This nonfenfe is occailoned by the

corrupt reading of, but have a fog, for, that have a fog ;

and then all is plain. I fee before me, (fays fhe) for there is no

fog on any fide of me which I cannot fee thro'. Mr. Theobald

obje&s to a fog in them> and asks for the fuhjiantive to vohich

the relative plural [t hem] relates. The fubilantive is places*

implied in the words here
,

there, and what enfues : for not to

know that Shakefpear perpetually takes thefe liberties of grammar,
is knowing nothing of his author. So that there is no need for

his ftrange fluff of a Fog in Ken.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Changes to a Forejl with a Cave, in Wales.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel 6
' A Goodly day ! not to keep houfe, with fuch

•*\. < Whofe roof's as low as ours: fee, boys!

this gate

* Inftrufrs you how t'adore the heav'ns ; and bows you
* To morning's holy office. Gates of monarchs
* Are arch'd lb high, that Giants may jet through
* And keep their impious Turbands on, without
4 Good morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair heav'n

!

« We houfe i'th* rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly

* As prouder livers do.

Guid. Hail, heaven !

Arv. Hail, heav'n

!

Bel. 1 Now for our mountain /port, up to yond hill,

« Your legs are young: I'll tread thefe flats. Confider,

* When you, above, perceive me like a crow,
* That it is place which leflfens and fets off;

* And you may then revolve what tales I told you,

* Of Courts, of Princes, of the tricks in war «

\ That fervice is not fervice, fo being done,
4 But being fo allow'd. 7 To apprehend thus,

* Draws us a profit from all things we fee

:

* And often, to our comfort, fhall we find

6 Agoodly day! not to keep houfe\ with fuch
Whofe roof's as low as ours : ] The p'jffage shove was &

liberty of grammar; but this is a liberty with grammar. The
meaning is, it is not for fuch as us who live in a cottage, to keep

within doors on fo fine a day.

7 — To apprehend thus,

Draws us a profitfrom all things we fee:'] The obferving

Nature in this view, gave birth to a very fine book of one of the

miifeft men of this age ; which was unjuitly ridiculed by one of

the wittiefi.

< The
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c The fharded beetle in a fafer hold,

* Than is the full-wing'd eagle. Oh, this life

4 Is nobler than attending for a check ;

c Richer, 8 than doing nothing for a bauble ;

4 Prouder, than ruffling in unpaid-for fiik :

' Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine,

* Yet keeps his book uncrofs'd ; no life to ours.

Guid. \ Out of your proof you fpeak ; we, poor,
• unfledg'd,

* Have never wing'd from view o'th' ned ; nor know,
* What air's from home. Hap'ly, this life is bed,
4 If quiet life is beft; Tweeter to you,
4 That have a fharper known : well correfponding
4 With your (tiff age ; but unto us, it is

* A cell of ign'rance ; travelling a-bed ;

£ A prifon, for a debtor that not dares
4 To ftride a limit.

Jrv. ' Whatfhould we fpeak of,
4 When we are old as you ? when we mall hear
4 The rain and wind beat dark December ? how,
4 In this our pinching Cave, fhall we difcourfe

* The freezing hours away ? We have feen nothing

;

4 We're beaftiy ; fubtle as the fox for prey,
4 Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat:
4 Our valour is to chafe what flies; our cage
4 We make a choir, as doth the prifon'd bird,
4 And fing our bondage freely.

Bel. 4 How you fpeak

!

4 Did you but know the city's ufuries,
4 And felt them knowingly; the art o'th' Court,
4 As hard to leave, as keep; whole top to climb,
4

Is certain falling ; or fo flipp'ry, that
4 The fear's as bad as falling ; the toil of war ;

4 A pain, that only feems to leek out danger

8 than doing nothing for a bauble j] i. e. vain titles

of honour gained by an idle attendance at Court, But the Oxford
Editor reads, for a bribe.

• I'th*
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* Fch* name of fame and honour; vvluch dies i'th*

fearch,

* And hath as oft a flancl'rous epitaph,
1 As record of fair act •, nay, many time,

* Doth ill deferve, by doing well: what's worfe,

* Ma ft curt' fie at the ceniure :
—" Oh, boys, this ftory

w The world may read in me: my body's mark'd
44 With Roman 1words ; and my Report was once
" Firft with the bed: of note. Cymbeline lov'd me ;

I* And when a fbldier was the theam, my name

J*
Was not far off: then was I as a tree,

r Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But, in one

night,

" A dorm, or robbery, call it what you will,

P Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves

;

u And left me bare to weather.

Guid. Uncertain favour

!

Bel. My fault being nothing, as I have told you
oft,

| But that two villains (whofe falfe oaths prevail'd

t
Before my perfect honour) fwore to Cymbeline*

\ I was confederate with the Romans : fo,

Follow'd my banifhment; and, this twenty years,

This rock and thefe demealhes have been my world;

Where I have liv'd at honeft freedom ; pay'd

More pious debts to heaven, than in all

The fore-end of my time.—But, up to th' mountains!

This is not hunters' language ; he, that ftrikes

The venifon firft, fhall be the lord o'th' feaft ;

To him the other two fhall minifter,

And we will fear no poifon, which attends

In place of greater State:

I'll meet you in the valleys. [Exeunt Guid. and Arvir.

How hard it is to hide the Iparks of nature

!

Thefe boys know little, they are Sons to th' King;
Nor Cymbeline dreams, that they are alive.

They
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They think, they're mine, 9 tho' trained up thus

meanly.

Tth' Cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit

The roof of Palaces ; and nature prompts them,

In fimple and low things, to prince it, much
1 Beyond the trick of others. This Paladour,

(The heir of Cymbeline and Britainey whom
The King his father call'd Guiderius,) Jove !

" When on my three-foot-ftool I fit, and tell

" The warlike feats I've done, his fpirits fly out
" Into my ftory : fay, thus mine enemy fell,

" And thus I fet my foot on's neck—even then
<c The princely blood flows in his cheek, he fweats,

" Strains his young nerves, and puts himfelf in pofture

" That acts my words The younger brother

Cadwall,

(Once, Arviragus^) in as like a figure

Strikes life into my fpeech, and fhews much more
His own conceiving. Hark, the game is rouz'd—

•

Oh Cymbeline ! heav'n and my confeience know,
Thou didft unjuftly banifh me: whereon,

At three and two years old, I flole thefe babes 5

g - " - tho* trained up thus meanly,

Tth" Cave, there on the brow,—] The old editions

read, Tth1 Cwwhereon the bow; which tho' very cor-

rupt, will dirett us to the true reading, which when rightly

pointed, is thus,

» • tho' trained up thus meanly.

Tth" Ca<ve WHEREIN THEY BOW"

i\ e. thus meanly brought up. Yet in this very Cave, which is

fo low that they muft bow or .bend in entering it, yet are

their thoughts fo exalted, &c. This is the antithefis. Belarius

had fpoken before of the lownefsof this cave.

A goodly day ! not to keep houfe with fuch
IVhofe roof's as low as ours: fee, boys I this gate

lnfirucls you how fadorc the heaifns ; and bows you

To mornings holy office.

i Beyond the trick of other7.—-] Trick, for cuftom, habit*

Thinking
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Thinking to bar thee of fucceffion, as

Thou reft'ft me of my lands. Euriphik,

Thou wall their nurfe ; they take thee for their mother,

And every day do honour to thy Grave

;

My felf Belarius, that am Morgan ca\\
9
d,

They take for natural father. The game's up. [Exit.

SCENE IV.

Enter Pifanio, and Imogen.

Imo. Thou told'ft me, when we came from horfe,

the place

Was near at hand. Ne'er long'd my mother fo

To fee me firft, as I have now Pifanio

\

Where is Pofthumus ? What is in thy mind,

That makes thee ftare thus ? wherefore breaks that

%h
From th' inward of thee ? one, but painted thus,

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd

Beyond felf- explication. Put thy felf

Into a 'haviour of lefs fear, ere wiidernefs

Vanquim my ftayder fenfes- what's the matter i

Why tender' ft thou that paper to me, with

A look untender ? if 't be fummer news,

Smile to't before if winterly, thou need'ft

But keep that count'nance (till. My husband's hand ?

That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him,

And he's at fome hard point. Speak man thy tongu®

May take off fome extremity, which to read

Would be e'en mortal to me.

Pif. Pieafe you, read

;

And you mall find me, wretched man, a thing

The moil difdain'd of fortune.

Imogen reads.

C^HYmiftrefs, Pifanio, hath plafd the ftrumpet in my
bed : the tejiimonies whereof lye bleeding in me. I

Vol. VII. U freak
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fpeak not cut cf weak furmifes, butfrom proof asftrong as

my grief, and as certain as I expttf my revenge. That

part thou, Pifanio, muft acJfor me if thyfaith be not

tainted with the breach of hers let thine hands take away

her life: IJhall give thee opportunity ai Mil ford-Haven.

She hath my letterfor the purpofe where, if thou fear

to ftrike, and to make me certain it is done, thou art

the Pander to her difhonour, and equally to me dijloyal.

Pif.
6 What fhall I need to draw my fvvord ? the

paper
* Hath cut her throat already. No, 'tis flander;

* Whofe edge is (harper than the fword, whofe tongue
4 Oat-venoms all the worms of Nile; whofe breath
4 Rides on the porting winds, and doth belye

* All corners of the world. Kings, Queens, and ftates,

* Maids, matrons, nay< the fecrets of the G^ave
4 This viperous fiander enters. What chear, Madam ?

Imo. ' Falfe to his bed ! what is it to be falfe ?

4 To lye in watch there, and to think on him ?

4 To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if fleep charge

nature,
4 To break it with a fearful dream of him,
4 And cry my felf awake? that falfe to's bed!

Pif Alas, good lady !

Imo. I falfe I thy confeience witnefs, lachimo^
Thou didft accufe him of incontinency,

Thou then look'dft like a villain : now, methinks,

Thy favour's good enough. 2 Some Jay of Italy

(
J Whofe meether was her painting) hath betray'd him

:

Poor
2_ Some Jay of Italy] There is a prettineis in

this expreffion, Putta, in Italian, hgnifying both a Jay and a

Whore. I fuppofe from the gay feathers of that bird.

3 Whofe mother ivas her painting ] This puzzles Mr.
Theobald much : he thinks it may figr'ify whofe mother was a bird

of the famefeather ; or that it fhould be read, whofe mother was
her -planting. . W hat all this mean* I know not. In Mr. Row's
edition the M in mother happening to be reverfed at the prefs, it

came out Wother, And what was very ridiculous, Gildon em-
ployed
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Poor I am dale, a garment out of fafhion ;

And, for I'm richer than to hang by th' walls,

I muft be ript : to pieces with me: oh,

Men's vows are womens' traitors.—All good Seeming
By thy revolt, oh husband, fhall be thought

Put on for villany : not born, where't grows

;

Bjt worn, a bait for ladies.

Pif. Madam, hear me
Imo. 6 True honeft men being heard, like falfe.

JEmas,
* Were in his time thought falfe : and Sinorfs Weeping
f Did fcandal many a holy tear; took pity

* From mod true wretchednefs. 4 So thou, Poftbumus,
* Wilt lay the leven to all proper men

;

* Goodly, and gallant, fhall be falfe and perjur'd,

From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honeft,

Do thou thy mailer's bidding : when thou feed him,

A little, witneis my obedience. Look!
I draw the fword my felf, take it, and hit

The innocent manfion of my love, my heart

;

Fear not, 'tis empty of all things, but grief j

ployed himfelf (properly enough indeed) in finding a meaning for

it. In ihort, the true word is meether, a north country word,

fignifying beauty. So that the fenfe of, her meetber <was ber

paintings is, that (he had only an appearance of beauty, for

which me was beholden to her paint.

4 — So tbou, Pofthumus,

Wilt lay the le<ven to all proper men ;] When Toflhumus
thought his wife falfe, he unjulUy fcandalized the whole fex. His

wife here, under the fame impreffiors of his infidelity, attended

with more provoking circumftances, acquits his fex, and lays the

fault where it was due. The poet paints from nature. This is

life and manners. The man thinks it a diihonour to the fupe-

riority of his underitanding to be jilted, and therefore flatters his

vanity into a conceit that the difgrace was inevitable from the

general infidelity of the fex. The woman, on the contrary, not

imagining her credit to be at all affected in the matter, never feeks

out for fo extravagant a confolation ; but at once eafes her malice

and her grief\ by laying the crime and damage at the door oi fume
obnoxious coquet.

U 2 By
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Thy matter is not there; who was, indeed,

The riches of it. Do his Bidding, ftrike ;

Thou may'it be valiant in a better caufe,

But now thou feem'tt a coward.

Pif Hence, vile inftrument

!

Thou ihalt not damn my hand.

Imo. Why, I muft die ;

And, if I do not by thy hand, thou art

No fervant of thy matter's. 'Gainft felf-flaughter

There is a prohibition fo divine,
5 That cravens my weak hand: come, here's my.

heart-

(Something's afore't)-— foft, foft, we'll no defence;

[Opening her breaft.

Obedient as the fcabbard ! What is here?

The Scriptures of the loyal Leonatus

All turn'd to Herefie ? away, away,

[ Pulling his letters out of her bofom.

Corrupters of my faith ! you fhall no more
Be ftomachers to my heart : thus may poor fools

Believe falfe teachers : tho' thofe, that are betray'd,

Do feel thetreafon fliarply, yet the traitor

Stands in worfe cale of woe. And thou, Pofthumits^

That fet my difobedience 'gainft the King,

And mad'tt me put into contempt the fuits

Of princely fellows, (halt hereafter find,

It is no acl of common pafTage, but

A ftrain of rarenefs : and I grieve my felf,

To think, when thou (halt be dif-edg'd by her

Whom now thou tir'ft on, how thy memory
Will then be pang'd by me. Pr'ythee, difpatch ;

The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's thy knife ?

Thou art too flow to do thy matter's bidding,

When I defire it too.

Pif. O gracious lady !

5 that cravens my 'weak hand
' S] i. e. makes me a coward.

Mr. Pope.

Since
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Since I receiv'd command to do this bufinefs,

I have not flept one wink.

Imo. Do't, and to bed then.

Pif. I'll break mine eye-balls firft.

Imo. Ah, wherefore then

Didft undertake it ? why haft thou abus'd

So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ?

Mine action? and thine own ? our horfes' labour?

The time inviting thee ? the perturb'd Court,

For my being abfent? whereunto I never

Purpofe Return. Why haft thou gone fo far,

To be unbent, when thou haft ta'en thy ftand,

Th' elected deer before thee ?

Pif. But to win time

To lofe fo bad employment, in the which

I have confider'd of a courfe ; good lady,

Hear me with patience.

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary, fpeak,

I've heard, I am a ftrumpet and mine ear

(Therein falfe ftruck) can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottom That. But, fpeak.

Pif. Then, iviadam,

I thought, you would not back again.

Imo. Moft like,

Bringing me here to kill me.

Pif Not fo neither ;

But if I were as wife as honeft, then

My purpofe would prove well ; it cannot be,

But that my mafter is abus'd ; fome villain,

And lingular in his art, hath done you both

This curled injury.

Imo. Some Roman Curtezan—
Pif No, on my life.

I'll give him notice you are dead, and fend him
Some bloody fign of it : for 'tis commanded,
I mould do fo. You mail be mifs'd at Court,

And that will well confirm it.

U 3 Im$.
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Into. Why, good fellow,

"What fhall I do the while ? where 'bide? how live?

Or in my life what comfort, when I am
Dead to my husband ?

Pif If you'll back to th' Court—
Imo. No Court, no Father nor no more ado

With that harm, noble, fimple, Nothing, Cloten:

That Cloten, whole love-fuit hath been to me
As fearful as a fiege.

Pif. If not at Court,

Then not in Biitaine mull you 'bide.

Imo. Where then ?

Hath Eriiaine all the Sun that mines? Day, night,

Are they not but in Britaine ? I'th' world's volume

Our Britaine feems as of it, but not in it;

In a great pool, a fwan's neft. Pr'ythee, think,

There's living out of Britaine.

Pif. I'm mod glad,

You think of other place : th' Ambaflador,

Lucius the Roman, comes to Mi(ford-Haven
To morrow. 6 Now, if you could wear a Mien
Dark as your fortune is, and but difguife

That, which, t'appear it felf, muft not yet be,

But by felf-danger ; you mould tread a courfe

Pretty, 7 and full of view $ yea, haply, near

The refidence of Pcfthumus \ fo nigh, at leaf!:,

That though his aclions were not vifible,

6 Now, if you could wear a mind
Dark as yourfortune is,— ] What had the darknefs of her

Tnind to do with the concealment of perfon, which is the only

thing here advifed ? On the contrary, her mind was to continue

unchanged, in order to fupport her change of fortune. Skakefpear

wrote,

Now, ifyou could wear a mien.

Or according to the Trench orthography, from whence I prefume

arofe the corruption ;

Now, ifyou could wear a mine.

^ ,
,

, , andfull of *uiw,—J /, g. likely to prove fuccefsful.

Report
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Report mould render him hourly to your ear,

As truly as he moves.

Imo. On ! lor fuch means,

Though peril to my modefty, not death on'c

I would adventure.

Pif. Well then, here's the point:

* You muft forget to be a woman -> change
* Command into obedience ; fear and nicenefs
*' (The handmaids of all women, or, more truly,
c Woman its pretty fell,) to waggilh courage;
* Ready in gybes, quick-anfwer'd, faucy, and
* As quarrdlous as the weaze! :

8 nay, you muft
* Forget that rareft treafure of your cheek;
€ Expofing it (but, oh, the harder Hap]
* Aiack, no remedy) to the greedy touch
4 Of common-luffing Titan \ and forget

* Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein
* You made great Juno angry.

Imo. Nay, be brief:

I fee into thy end, and am almoft

A man already.

Pif. Firft, make your felf but like one.

Fore-thinking this, I have already fir,

(*Tis in my cloak-bag) doublet, hat, hofe, all

That anfwer to them. 'Would you in their icrving,

And with what Imitation you can borrow

From youth of fuch a fealon, 'fore noble Lucius

.8 nay, you mujl

Forget that rarejl treafure of your cheek j

Expofing it, [hut oh the harder Hearc,

Alack, no remedy) ] Who does this harder Heart relate

to r Pofhumus is not here taik'd of; befide>, he knew nothing of

her being thus expoo'd to the inclemencies of weather: he had
cnjoin'd a ccurfe, which would have fecur'd her from thefe in-

cidental hardfhips. I think, common fenfe obliges us to rcad,

But, oh, the harder Hap!

i.e. the more cruel v our fortune, that you muft be oblig'd to

fuch fhifts.

U 4 Prefent
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Prefent your felf, defire his fervice, tell him
Wherein you're happy ; (which will make him (a) fo\

If that his head have ear in mufick doubtlefs,

With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable,

And, doubling That, moft holy. 9 Your means
abroad

You have me, rich ; and I will never fail

Beginning, nor fupply.

/mo. Thou'rt all the comfort

The Gods will diet me with. Pr'ythee, away.

There's more to be confider'd ; but we'll even

All that good time will give us.
1 This attempt

I'm foldier to, and will abide it with

A Prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee.

Pif. Well, Madam, we muft take a ihort fareweh

Left, being mifs'd, I be fufpedted of

Your carriage from the Court. My noble Miftrefs,

Here is a box j I had it from the Queen,

What's in't is precious : if you're fick at fea,

Or ftomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this

Will drive away diftemper To fome fhade,

And fit you to your manhood ; may the Gods
Direct you to the beft

!

Imo. Amen : I thank thee. [Exeunt, feverally.

q Tour means abroad

Tou have me, rich ; ] i. e. you may depend upvn my
fupplying you to the utmoit of my power.

I This attempt

Tm foldier to, ] /*. e. I have inlifled and bound my
felf to it.

[ (a) Co. Mr. Theobald Vulg. know. ]

SCENE
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WL, : and <*M«*f^V^mSCENE V.

I

Changes to the Palace of Cymbeline.

Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords.

Cyw.HpHUS far, and fo farewel.

JL Luc. Thanks, royal Sir.

My Emperor hath wrote ; I muft from hence

;

t

And am right forry, that I muft report ye

My mailer's enemy.

. Cym. Our Subjects, Sir,

Will not endure his yoak ; and for our felf

To (hew lefs Sovereignty than they, muft needs

Appear un-kinglike.

Luc. So, Sir : I defire of you

A conduct over land, to Milford- Haven.

Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you f

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office 5

J
The due of Honour in no point omit

:

So, farewel, noble Lucius.

Luc. Your hand, my Lord.

Clot. Receive it friendly ; but from this time forth

I wear it as your enemy.

Luc. Th' event

Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well.

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my Lords,

' Till he have croft the Severn. Happinefs

!

[Exit Lucius, &c.
§>ueen. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours us,

That we have giv'n him caufe.

Clot. 'Tis all the better 5

Your valiant Britons have their wifties in it.

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor,
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely,

Our chariots and our horfemen be in readinefs

;

The Powers, that he already hath in Gallia>

Will
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Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves
His war for Britaim.

Queen. 'Tis not fleepy bufineis

But • vnufb be Jook'd to fpeedily, and ftrongly.

Cym. Our expectation, that it fhould be thus,

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle Queen,
Where is our Daughter? She hath not appear'd

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd

The duty of the day. She looks as like

A thing more made of malice, than of duty

;

We've noted it. Call her before us, for

We've bren roo light in fufferance. [Exit a Servant,

Queen. Royal Sir,

Since the exile of Pq/lbumus, mod retir'd

Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord,

'Tis time muftdo. 'Beleech your Majefty,

Forbear fharp fpeeches to her. She's a lady

So tender of rebukes, that words are (trokes,

And ftrokes death to her.

Re-enter the Servant.

Cym. Where is (he, Sir? how
Can her contempt be anfvver'd ?

Serv. Pleafe you, Sir,

Her chambers are all Iock'd, and there's no anfwer

That will be given to th' loudeft noile we make.

Queen. My lord, when laft 1 went to vifit her,

She uray'd me to excufe her keeping clofe $

Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmity,

She mould chat duty leave unpaid to you,

Which d uly fhe was bound to proffer ; this

She wihYd me to make known ; but our great court

Made me to blame in mem'ry.

Cym Her doors Iock'd ?

Not feen of late? grant heav'ns, That, which I fear,

Prove falfe ! [Exit.

Queen. Son, I fay, follow the King.

Oof.
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Clot. That man of hers. Pifamo, her old iervant,

I have not (een thtfe tw o day*. [Exit.

Queen. Go, look after

PifaniO) thou that Itand'lt fo tor Pqftbumus!—*
He hath a drug of mine ; I pray, his abience

Proceed by fwallowing That ; for he believes,

It is a thing moft precious. But for her,

Where is fhe gone? haply, defpair harh feiz'd her

5

Or, wing'd with fervor of her love, flic's flown

To her defu'd Pofthumus •, gone fhe is
'

To death, or to dishonour ; and my end

Can make good ufe of either. She being down,

I have the placing of the Britijh crown.

Re-enter Go ten.

How now, my fon ?

Clot. Tis certain, fhe is fled,

Go in and cheer the King, he rages, none

Dare come about him.

Queen. All the better ; may
This night fore-flall him of the coming day !

[Exit Queen.

Clot. I love, and hate her;—for fhe's fair and

royal,

1 * And that fhe hath all courtly parts more exquifite

Than lady Ladies ; winning from each one

The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded

2 And that fhe. hath all courtly parts mors exquifite

Than lady Ladies Woman ; from each one

The beftjbe hath, ] The fecond line is intolerable non-

fenfe. It (hould be read and pointed thus,

Than lady Ladies ; winning from each one

The fenfe of the whole is this, I love her becaufe me has, in a

more exquifite degree, all thofe courrly parts that enoble \lady\

women of qualify [ladies,] winning from each of them the belt

1 of their good qualities, &c. Lady is a plural verb, and Ladies

a noun governed of it ; a quaint expreffion in Shake/pear % way,

M$ fuicmg the folly of the character.

Out-



Cymbeline.
Out-fells them all : I Jove her therefore; bat,

Difdaining me, and throwing favours on

The low Pofthumus, (landers fo her judgment,

That what's elfe rare, is chok'd ; and in that point

I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,

To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools

Shall

S C E N E VI.

Enter Pifanio.

Who is here ? what ! are you packing, firrah ?

Come hither ; ah ! you precious pander, villain,

"Where is thy lady ? in a word, or elfe

Thou'rt ftraightway with the fiends.

[Drawing his Sword,

Pif. Oh, my good lord

!

Clot. Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter

\

I will not ask again. Clofe villain,

I'll have this fecret from thy heart, or rip

Thy heart to find it. Is fhe with Pofthumus ?

From whole fo many weights of bafenefs cannot

A dram of worth be drawn.

Pif. Alas, my lord,

How can fhe be with him ? when was (he mifs'd ?

He is in Rome.

Clot. Where is fhe, Sir? come nearer;

No farther halting fatisfie me home,

What is become of" her.

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy lord!

Clot. All-worthy villain

!

Difcover where thy miftrefs is, at once,

At the next word ; no more of worthy lord.

Speak, or thy filrnce on rhe mllant is

Thy condemnation and thy deaths
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Pif. Then, Sir,

This paper is the hiftory of my knowledge
Touching her flight.

Clot. Let's fee't ; I will purfue her

Ev'n to Augufius* throne.

Pif. Or this, or perifh.

She's far enough and what he learns by this, V> Afide.

May prove his travel, not her danger. j
Go. . Humh.
Pif. I'll write to my lord, fhe'sdead. Oh,

}

Imogen, p AJide.

Safe may'ft thou wander, fafe return again! j
Clot. Sirrah, is this letter true?

Clot. Sir, as I think.

Clot. It is Pcfthumus's hand, I know't. Sirrah, it

thou would'ft not be a villain, but do me true fervice;

undergo thofe employments, wherein I mould have

caufe to ufe thee, with a ferious induftry ; that is,

what villany foe'er I bid thee do, to perform it direct-

ly and truly, I would think thee an honeftman; thou

mouldft neither want my means for thy relief, nor

my voice for thy preferment.

Pif. Well, my good lord.

Clot. Wilt thou ferve me? for fince~patiently and
conftantly thou haft ftuck to the bare fortune of that

beggar Pojlhumus, thou can'ft not in the courfe of

gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt
thou ferve me ?

Pif. Sir, I will.

Clot. Give me thy hand, here's my purfe. Had
any of thy late mailer's garments in thy polTefiiOn ?

Pif. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the fame

fuit he wore when he took leave of my lady and

miftrefs.

Clot. The firft fervice thou doll: me, fetch that fuit

hither let it be thy firft fervice, go.

Pif. I (hall, my lord, [Exit.

Clot.
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Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Haven?— (I forgot t®

ask him one thing, I'll remember't anon even there,

thou villain Poflbumus^ will I kill thee. I would, thefe

garments were come. She faid upon a time, (the bit-

ternefs of it I now belch from my heart,) that fhe held

the very garment of Pofihumus in more refpect than

my noble and natural perfon, together with the adorn-

ment of my qualities. With that fuit upon my back

will I ravifh her; firft kill him, and in her eyes

(there mall fhe fee my valour, which will then be a

torment to her contempt.) He on the ground, my
fpeech of infultment ended on his dead body ;

and when my luft hath dined, (which, as I fay, to

vex her, I will execute in the cloaths that Ihe fo prais'd)

to the court I'll kick her back, foot her home again.

She hath defpifed me rejoycingly, and I'll be merry

in my revenge.

Enter Pifanio, with a fuit of cloaths.

Be thofe the garments ?

Pif Ay, my noble Lord.

Clot. How long is't fince fhe went to Milford-

Haven ?

Pif. She can fcarce be there yet.

Clot. Bring this apparel to my chamber, that is

the fecond thing chat I have commanded thee. The
third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary Mute to my
defign. Be but duteous, and true preferment fhall ten-

der itfelr to thee. My revenge is now at Milford>
'would

I had wings to follow it ! come and be true. [Exit.

Pif
1 Thou bidd'ft me to my lofs: for true to chee,

Were to prove falfe, which I will never be,

To him that is moft true. To Milford go,

And rind not her, whom thou purfu'ft. Flow, flow,

2 Thou bidd'Jl me to my lofs : ] A phra r
e taken from traffic,

by which the (eiler would iignify, that the buyer offers lefs thaa

the thing upon Tale coll.

You
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You heav'nly Bleftlngs on her! this fool's fpeed

Be croft with flownefs ; labour be his meed !
[ExiL

SCENE VII.

Changes to the Foreft and Cave,

Enter Imogen, in boy's cloatbs.

Imo. J See, a man's life is a tedious one :

I I've tir'd myfelf; and for two nights

together

I Have made the ground my bed. " I mould be fick,

" But that my refolution helps me. MUford,

" When from the mountain top Pifanio fhew'd thee,

" Thou waft within a ken.—O Jove, I think,

« Foundations fly the wretched ; fuch, I mean,

« Where they ihould be relievU Two beggars

" told me,

f I could not mifs my way. Will poor folks lie,

'«« That have afHi&ions on them, knowing 'tis

" A punifhment, or tryal ? yes; no wonder,

i" When rich ones fcarce tell true. To Japfe in

" fullnefs

«< Is forer, than to lie for need ; and falfhood

« Is worle in Kings, than Beggars. My dear lord

!

«« Thou'rt one o' th' falleonesj now I think on

M thee,

" My hunger's gone \ but ev'n before, I was

At point to fink Vor food. But what is this ?

[Seeing the Cave.

Here is a path to't 'tis fome favage hold

;

I'Twere beft, not call ; I dare not call; yet famine,

iEre it clean o'er-throw nature, makes it valiant.

" Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardnefs

" ever

Of hardinefs is mother. Ho! who's here?
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3 If any thing that's civil, fpeak ; if Tavage,

Take *or't end—ho! no anfwer ? then I'll enter.

Beft draw my fword ; and if mine enemy

But fear the fword like me, he'll fcarcely look on't.

Grant fuch a foe, good heav'ns!

[She goes into the Cave.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus.

Bel. You, Paladour^ have prov'd beft woodman, and \

Are matter of the feaft ; Cadwal and I

Will play the cook, and fervant i 'tis our match

:

The iweat of induftry would dry, and die,

But for the end it works to. Come, our ftomachs

Will make what's homely favoury *, wearinefs

Can fnore upon the flint, when refty (loth

Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here,

Poor houfe, that keep ft thyfdf

!

Guid, I'm thoroughly weary.

Arv. I'm weak with toil, yet ftrong in appetite.

Guid. There is cold meat i' th* cave, we'll brouze
'

on that,

Whilft what, we've kill'd, be cook'd.

Bel. Stay, come not in—- [Looking in.
'

" But that it eats our victuals, I mould think,
*6 It were a Fairy.

Guid. What's the matter, Sir?

3 If any thing that's civil,—— ] civil, for human creature.

If any thing that's civil, fpeak ; if favage,
take or lend. ] She is in doubt, whether this cave be.

the habiauon of a man or beaft. Jf it be the former, (he bid:
:

him fpeak ; it the latter, that is, the den of a favage bealt, what.

then ? Take or lend We mould read,

Take 'or't end.-—
i. e. take my life ere famine end ic. Or was commonly ufed fo.

ere ; this agrees to all that went before. But the Oxford Edify-,

Cuts the knee

;

Take, or yieldfood

fays he. As if it was poflible fo plain a fentence mould eve:

have been blundered into Take or lend.

Bet
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Bel By Jupiter, anangei! or, if not,

An earthly Paragon. Behold divinenefs

No elder than a boy. -

Enter Imogen.

Imo. " Good matters harm me not

;

ct Before I enter'd here, I call'd ; and thought

f
4 T' have begg'd, or bought, what I have took

:

? good troth,

r I have ftoln nought,nor would not, though I'd found
<6 Gold ftrew'd i' th* floor. Here's rnony for my

*' meat;
* c

I would have left it on the board, fo loon

" As I had made my meal ; and parted thence •

" With prayers for the provider.

Quid. Mony, youth \ \

Arv. 46 All gold and filvcr rather turn to dire

!

r As 'tis no better reckon 'd, but of thofe

r Who worfhip dirty Gods.

I Imo. tfi
I fee, you're angry :

* 6 Know, if you kill me for my fault, I mould
u Have dy'd, had I not made it.

,

Bel Whither bound?
Imo. To Miiford-Haven.

Bel What's your name ?

Imo. Fidele^ Sir ; I have a kinfman, who
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at MiIford\
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger,

I'm fain in this offence.

Bel Prythee, fair youth,

Think us no churls, nor meafure our good minds

By this rude place we live in. Well encouncer'di

I'Tis almoft night, you (hall have better cheer

Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it.

Boys, bid him welcome.

Guid. Were you a woman, youth,

I fliould wooe hard, but be your groom in.honefly ;

Vo l. VIL X I
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I bid for you, as I do buy.

Arv. I'll make't my comfort,

He is a man : I'll love him as my brother:

And fuch a welcome as I'd give to him,

After long abfence, fuch is yours. Moft welcome !

Be fprightly, for you fall 'mongft friends.

Imo. 'Mongft friends,

If brothers •,

—'Would it had been fo, that they *)

Had been my father's fons/ (^)then had my price > Jfik\

Been left, and fo more equal ballancing J
To thee, Pojihumus.

Bel. He wrings at fome diftrefs.

Guid. 'Would I could free't!

Arv. Or I, whate'er it be,

What pain it coft, what danger, Gods

!

Bel. Hark, boys. \JVhifpering.

Imo. Great men,

That had a court no bigger than this cave,

That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue

Which their own confcience feal'd them ; laying by
That nothing-gift of 4 defering multitudes,

Could not out-peer thele twain—Pardon me, Gods!

I'd change my fex to be companion with them,

Since Leonatus is falfe.

Bel. It mail be fo:

Boys, we'll go drefs our Hunt. Fair youth, come xny
Difcourfe is heavy, failing ; when we've fupp'd,

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy ftory,

So far as thou wilt fpeak.

Guid. I pray, draw near.

Arv. The night to th' owl, and morn to th' lark,

lefs welcome!

Imo. Thanks, Sir.

Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt.

4 - — defering] Spelt right by Mr. Theobald.

[faJ- then had my price more equal ballancing. Oxford

v.^nor— Vulg. then had my prize—more equal balloting.]
,

sceni
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SCENE VIII.

Changes to ROME,
Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes.

I Sen.~y* H I S is the tenor of the Emperor's Writ;
A That fince the common men are now in

action

'Gainft the Pannonians and Dalmatians,

And that the legions now in Gallia are

Full weak to undertake our war againft

The fall'n-orT Britons ; that we do incite

The gentry to this bufinefs. He creates

Lucius Pro-conful ;
s and to you, the tribunes

For this immediate levy, he commends
His abfolute commifTion. Long live Ca?far!

Tri. Is Lucius Gen'ral of the Forces ?

2 Sen. Ay.
Remaining now in Gallia ?

i Sen. With thofe legions

Which I have fpoke of, whereunto your Levy
Muft be fuppliant. The words of your com million

Will tic you to the numbers and the time

Of their difpatch.

STri. We will difcharge our duty. tExemt,

5 ~--»A?2d to you, the tribunes

For this immediate levy, he commands
His abfolute ccmmiffion. .— ] Commands bis commijfiar.

is fach a phrafe as Shake/pear would hardly haveus*d. I have
ventur'd to fubftitute

;

1
. he commends

His abfolute commiffton.

: i. e. he recommends the care of making this levy to you; and

gives you an abfolute commifibn for lb d-in?.

ACT
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A C T IV. SCENE I.

The Foreft in Wales.

Enter Cloten alone.

] AM near to -th' place where they mould meet, if

X Pifanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his gar-

ments ferve me ! why mould his miftrefs, who was

made by him that made the tailor, not be fit too ? the

rather, (faving reverence of the word,) becaufe, 'tis

faid, a woman's fitnefs conies by fits. Therein I muft

play the workman-, I dare fpeak it to myfelf, (for it

is not vain-glory for a man and his glafs to confer in

his own chamber;) I mean, the lines of my body arc

as well drawn as his ; no lefs young, more ftrong, not

beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the advantage

of the time, above him in birth, alike converfant in

general fervices and more remarkable in fingle oppo-

fitions ; yet this (a) ill perfeverant thing loves him in

my defpight. What mortality is! Poftbumus, thy

head, which is now growing upon thy moulders,

(hall within this hour be off, thy miftrefs enforc'd,

thy garments cut to pieces " before her face ; and all

this done, fpurn her home to her father, who may,

happily, be a little angry for my fo rough ufage ; but

my mother, having power of his teftinefs, mail turn

all into my commendations. My horfe is ty'd up
fafe : out, fword, and to a fore purpofe ! fortune put

them into my hand ; this is the very defcription of

i befort thy face,] Pojlhumus was to have his head

ftruck off, and then his garments cut to pieces before his face;

we mould read, her face. i.e. Imogen's, done to defpite her,

who had laid, Ihe efteem'd Pojlhumus's garment above the perfon

of Cloten.

{fa) illptrfiverant. Oxford Editor— Vulg. imper-feverant.]

their



their meeting place, and die fellow dares not deceive

me.

C E N E II.

Changes to the Front of the Cave.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen,
from the Cave,

Bel. \7 O U are not well : remain here in the cave ;

JL We'll come t' you after hunting.

Arv. Brother, (lay here: {Jto Imogen.

Are we not brothers ?-

Imo. So man and man mould be j

But clay and clay differs in dignity,

Whofe duft is both alike. I'm very fick.

Guid. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him.

Imo. So fick I am not, yet I am not well

;

But not fo citizen a wanton, as

To feem to die, ere fick : fo pleafe you, leave me ;

Stick to your journal courfej the breach of cuftom

Is breach of all. I'm ill, but your being by me
Cannot amend me. Society is no comfort

To one not fociable: I'm not very fick,

Since I can realbn of it. Pray you trull me here,

I'll rob none but myfelf -> and let me die,

Stealing fo poorly.

Guid. I love thee : I have fpoke it

;

How much the quantity, the weight as much,

As I do love my father.

Bel. What? how? how?
Arv. If it be fin to fay fo, Sir, I yoke me

In my good brother's fault : I know not why
I love this youth, and I have heard you fay,

Love reafons without reafon. The bier at door,

And a demand who is'c fhall die, I'd fay,

My father, not this youth.

Bel O noble drain !

X 3 €>
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0 worthinefs cf nature, breed of greatnefs

!

Cowards father cowards, and bafe things fire the bafe :

Nature hath meal and bran ; contempt and grace.

Pm not their father ; yet who this fhould be,

Doth miracle itfelf, lov'd before me !

'Tis the ninth hour o' th* morn.

Arv. Brother, farewel.

Imo. I wifh yefport.

Arv. You health—-fo pleafe you, Sir.

Imo. Thefe are- kind creatures. Gods, what lies

Pve heard

!

Our courtiers fay, all's favage, but at court

:

Experience, oh, how thou difprov'ft report,——
Th' imperious feas breed monfrers j for the difh,

Poor tributary rivers as fweet fifh ;

1 am fick (till, heart-fick— Pifanio,

I'll now tafte of thy drug. [Drinks out of the viol.

Guid. I could not ftir him

;

He faid, he was gentle, but unfortunate

;

Diflioneftly afflicted, but yet honeft.

Arv. Thus did he anfwer me -

9 yet faid, hereafter

I might know more.

Bel Toth' field, to th' field:

We'll leave you for this time ; go in and reft.

Arv. We'll not be long away.

Bel. Pray, be not fick,

For you muft be our houfewife.

Imo. Well or ill,

I am bound to you. [Exit Imogen, to the Cave.

Bel. And mall be ever.

This youth, howe'er diftrefs'd, appears to have had

Good anceftors.

Arv. How angel-like he fings!

Guid. But his neat cookery!

Arv. He cut our roots in characters

;

And faue'd our broth, as Juno had been fick,

And he her dieter. .

Ar%
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Jrv. Nobly he yokes

A fmiling with a figh, as if the figh

Was that it was, for not being iuch a fmile

:

The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly

From fo divine a temple, to commix
With winds that failors rail at.

Quid. I do note,

That grief and patience, rooted in him both,
* Mingle their fpurs together.

strv. Grow, Patience

!

And let the (linking Elder, Grief, untwine

His perifhing root, with the encreafing vine !

Bel. It is great morning. Come, away : who's

there ?

SCENE III.

Enter Cloten.

Clot. I cannot find thofe runagates : that villain

Hath mock'd me. 1 am taint.

Bel. Thofe runagates!

Means he not us? i partly know him 'tis

Cloten, the fon o' th' Queen I fear fbme ambum—

•

I favv him not thefe many years, and yet

I know, 'tis he: we're held as Out-laws ; hence.

Guid. He is but one ; you and my brother fearch

What companies are near-: pray you, away :

Let me alone with him.

[Exeunt Belarius tftfi Arviragus.

Clot. Soft ! what are you,

That fly me thus ? fome villain-mountaineer.——

-

I've heard of fuch. What flave art thou?

Guid. A thing

More flaviffi did I ne'er, than anfwering

A flave without a knock.

z Mingle their fpurs together.'} Spurs, an old word for the

fibres of a tree. Mr. Pope.

X 4 CloL
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Clot. Thou art a robber,

A law-breaker, a villain; yield thee, thief.

Guid. To whom ? to thee ? what art thou ? have
not I

An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ?

Thy words, I grant, are bigger: for I wear not

My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art,

Why I mould yield to thee ?

Clot. Thou villain bafe,

Know'ft me not by my cloaths ?

Guid. No, nor thy tailor, rafcal,

Who is thy grandfather ; he made thofe cloaths,

Which, as it feems, make thee.

Clot. Thou precious varlet

!

My tailor made them not.

Guid. Hence then, and thank

The man that gave them thee. Thou art fome fool %

I'm loth to beat thee.

Clot. Thou injurious thief,

Hear but my name, and tremble.

Guid. What's thy name ?

Clot. Cloten, thou villain.

Guid. Cloten, then, double villain, be thy name,
I cannot tremble at it; were it toad, adder, fpider,
3Twould move me fooner.

Clot. To thy further fear,

Nay, to thy meer confufion, thou malt know
I'm fon to th' Queen.

Guid. Pm forry for't ; not feeming

So worthy as thy birth.

Clot. Art not afraid?

Guid. c Thofe that I rev'rence, thofe I fear ; th$

wife

:

£ At fools I laugh, not fear them.
Clot. Die the death l

When I have (lain thee with my proper hand,

J'll follow thofe that even now fled hence,
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And on the gates of Lud's town fct your heads

;

Yield, ruftick mountaineer. [Fight, and Exeunt,

SCENE IV.

Enter Belarius and Arviragus.

Bel. No company's abroad.

Arv. None in the world ; you did miftake him, fure.

Bel. I cannot tell : long is it fince I faw him,

But time hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of favour

Which then he wore ; the fnatches in his voice,

And burft of fpeaking, were as his : I'm abfolute,

*Twas very Cloten.

Arv. In this place we left them ;

I wifh my brother make good time with him,

You fay he is fo fell.

Bel. Being fcarce made up,

I mean, to man, he had not apprehenfion

Of roaring terrors ; for defect of judgment
(a) Is oft the cure of fear. But fee, thy brother.

Enter Guiderius, with ClotenV Head.

Guid. This Cloten was a fool, an empty purfe,

There was no mony in't ; not Hercules

Could haveknock'd out his brains, for he had none:

Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne

My head, as I do his.

Bel. What haft thou done?

Guid. I'm perfect, what ; cut off one Cloten's head,

Son to the Queen, after his own report

;

Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer, and fwore

With his own fingle hand he'd take us in •,

Difplace our heads, where, thanks to th' Gods, they

grow,

And fet them on Lud's town.

[ (a) Is eft the cure offear, Oxford Editor— Vulg. Is &ft
(he caufe of fear ]

Bel
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Bel. We're all undone

!

Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to lofe,

But what he fwore to take, our Jives ? the law

Protects not us ; then why fhould we be tender,

To let an arrogant piece of flefh threat us ?

Play judge, and executioner, all himfelf?

For we do fear the law. What company
Difcover you abroad ?

Bel. No Tingle foul

Can we fee eye on ; but, in all fafe reafon,

He muft have fome attendants. 3 Though his honour

Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that

From one bad thing to worfe; yet not his frenzy,

Not abfolute madnels, could fo far have rav'd,

To bring him here alone although, perhaps,

It may be heard at court, that fuch as we
Cave here, haunt here, are Out-laws, and in time

May make fome ftronger head : the which he hearing,

(As it is like him,) might break out, and fwear,

He'd fetch us in •, yet is't not probable

To come alone, nor he fo undertaking,

Nor they fo fuffering •, then on good ground we fear,

If I do fear, this body hath a tail

More perilous than the head.

Arv. Let ordinance

Come, as the Gods forefay it ; howfoe'er,

My brother hath done well.

Bel. 1 had no mind
To hunt this day : the boy Fidelrs ficknefs

Did make my way long forth.

Guid. With his own iword,

3 - Though his honour

Was nwtbtng hut mutation,—] Mr. Theobald, as ufual, not

underftanding this, turns hor.our to humour. But the text is right,

and means that the only notion he had of honour, was the falhion,

which was perpetually changing. A fine ftroke of fatire, well

exprefTed : yet the Oxford Eaiur fellows Mr. Thecbald.

Which
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Which he did wave againft my throat, I've ta'cn

His head from him : I'll throw't into the creek

Behind our rock ; and let it to the fea,

And tell the fifties, he's the Queen's Ton, Cloten.

* That's all I reck. [Exit,

Bel. I fear, 'twill be reveng'd :

'Would, Paladoar, thou hadft not done't! though
valour

Becomes thee well enough.

Arv. 'Would I had done't,

So the revenge alone purfu'd me ! Paladour,

I love thee brotherly, but envy much,
Thou'ft robb'd me of this deed ; I would, revenges,

That poflible ftrength might meet, would feek us thro*,

And put us to our anfwer.

Bel. Well, 'tis done

:

We'll hunt no more to day, nor feek for danger

Where there's no profit. Pr'ythee, to our rock,

You and Fidele play the cooks : I'll flay

'Till hafty Paladour return, and bring him
To dinner prefently.

Arv. Poor fick Fidele

!

I'll willingly to him: To gain his colour,
5 I'd let a marifli of fuch Clotens blood,

And praife myfelf for charity. [Exit.

Bel. O thou Goddefs,

Thou divine Nature ! how thyfelf thou blazon'fi:

* In thefe two princely boys ! they are as gentle,

* As Zephyrs blowing below the violet,

4 That's all I reck.] *. e. care. Mr. Pope.

5 Td let a parish offuch Clotens blood,'] This nonfenfe Ihould

be corrected thus,

Td let a marish of fuch Clotens blood,

i. e. a marfh or lake. So Smithy in .his account of Virginia,

Tea \ enice. at this time the adtniration of the earthy was atfirjl
but a marifn, inbabiied by poor ffiermen. In the firft book of

Maccabees, chap. ix. ver. 42. the Tranflators ufe the word in the

fame fenfe,

< Not
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' Not wagging his fweet head ; and yet as rough,
* (Their royal blood enchaf'd,) as the rud'ft wind,
« That by the top doth take the mountain pine,

' And make him (loop to th* vale
—

'Tis wonderful,
* 6 That an invifible inftinft mould frame them
c To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught,
* Civility not feen from other ; valour,
e That wildly grows in them ; but yields a crop
* As if it had been fow'd. Yet ftill it's (trange

What Cloteris being here to us portends,

Or what his death will bring us.

Re- enter Guiderius.

Quid. Where's my brother ?

I have fent Chten's clot- pole down the dream,

In embattle to his mother ; his body's hoftage

For his return. [Solemn mufick.

BeL My ingenious inftrument!

Hark, Paladour! it founds : but what occafion

Hath Cadwall now to give it motion ? hark !

Guid. Is he at home ?

BeL He went hence even now.

Guid. What does he mean ? Since death of my
dear'ft Mother,

It did not fpeak before. All folemn things

Should anfwer folemn accidents. The matter ? —

6 That an invifible injlincl ] But where is the wonder that

an invifible inflinft lhould do this, any more than an invifible

reafon? it appears then that the poet ufes invifible for blind.

And by blind injiincl he means a kind of plaftic nature, acting as an
inftrument under the Creator, without intention, and then there is

caufe of wonder, that blind injlintt mould do as much as Jharp~

fighted reafon. One not well acquainted with Shake/pearls manner,

in the licentioufnefs of his language and the profoundnefs of his

fenfe, would be apt to think he wrote invincible, i. e. that bore

down all before it. But the poet here transfers the term belonging

to the objeS upon the fubjeSl : unlefs we will rather fuppole it

was his intention to give invifible (which has a pajfive) an aclive

figniheation ; and then it will mean the fame as not feeing.

Triumphs
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Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys,

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys.

Is Cadwall mad ?

SCENE V.

Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead, bearing her in

his arms.

Bel. Look, here he comes

!

And brings the dire occafion, in his arms,

Of what we blame him for.

Arv. * The bird is dead,

« That we have made fo much on ! I had rather

4 Have skipt from fixteen years of age to lixty

;

c And turn'd my leaping time into a crutch,

c Than have feen this.

Guid. « Oh fweeteft, faireft lilly !

* My brother wears thee not one half fo well,

c As when thou grew'ft thyfelf.

Bel c 7 O melancholy !

6 Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? find
c The ooze, to fhew what coaft thy fluggilh carrack

* Might eas'lieft harbour in? thou bleiTed thing!

« Jove knows, what man thou might'ft have made 5

but ah !

4 Thou dy'dft, a moft rare boy, of melancholy !

' How found you him ?

7 oh, melancholy !

Who ever yet could found thy bottom ? find

The ooze, tofbewo what coaji thy fluggijb care

Might eas'liejl harbour in ? ] But as plaufible ss this ac

firft fight may leem, all thofe, who know any thing of good

writing, will agree, that our author mud have wrote,

to Jhew what coaji thyfiuggijb carrack

Might eas'liejl harbour in?

Carrack is a flow, heavy built vefTel of burden. This re[Tores

the uniformity of the metaphor, compleats the fenfe, and is a

word of great propriety and beauty to defign a melancholic

perfon.

Arv.
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Arv. c Stark, as you fee

:

' Thus fmiling, as fome fly had tickled (lumber

!

' Not as Death's dart being laugh'd at : his right cheek
* Repofing; on a cufhion.

Guid. ~Where?
Arv. ' O'th' floor :

* His arms thus leagu'd ; I thought, he flept ; and put
4 My clouted brogues from oft my feet, whofe rudenefs
6 Anfwer'd my fteps too loud.

Guid. 6 Why, he but fleeps

;

<c If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ;

4t With female Fairies will his tomb be haunted,
u And worms will not come near thee.

Arv. " With faireft flow'rs,

" 'Whilft fummer lafts, and I live here, Fidele,

** I'll fweeten thy fad grave. Thou fhalc not lack

" The flow'r that's like thy face, pale Primrofe \ nor
" The azor'd Hare-bell^ like thy veins, no, nor

The leaf of Eglantines which not to (lander,

" Out-fweeten'd not thy breath. * The Raddock
would,

tc With charitable bill, (oh bill, fore-fhaming
cC Thole rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lye
< c Without a Monument!) bring thee all this;
46 Yea, and furr'd mofs befides, when flow'rs are nonCj
<c To winter-gown thy coarfe. —

Guid, Pr'ythee, have done ;

S The Ruddock wen Id,

With :baritable bill, bring thee all this ;

j'ca, andfurred mofs befides. Whenjfaufrs are none,

To w/a/ir-grband thy courfe ] Herer.gair, :he metaphor
is finmgely mangled. What Senfe is there in winter-grounding a

coarfe with mofs ? A coarfe might ir.deed be faid to be winter-
grounded in good thick clay* L-ut the epithet furrd to mofs

directs us plainly to another reading;

To winter-gown thy coarfe.

i. e. the fammer habit fliall be a light gown of flowers, thy
winter habica good warm furr'dgotim of mofs.

And
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And do not play in wench-like words with that

Which is fo lerious. Let us bury him,

And not protract with admiration what

Is now due debt.—To th' grave.

Arv. Say, where mail's Jay him?
Guid. By good EuriphHe, our mother.

Arv. Bc't lb

:

And let us, Paladour, though now our voices

Have got the mannifh crack, ling him to th' ground ;

As, once, our mother : ufe like note, and words,

Save that Euriphile muft be Fidele.

Guid. Cachialli

I cannot fing : Til weep, and word it with thee

;

" For notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe
" Than Priefts and Fanes that lie.

Arv. We'll fpeak it then.

Bel. Great griefs, I lee, med'eine the lefs. For Chten

Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's fon, boys,

And though he came our enemy, remember,

(a) He has paid for that : the mean and mighty, rotting

Together, have one duft ; yet Reverence,

(That angel of the world, ) doth make diftinclion

Of place 'twixt high and low. Our foe was princely,

And though you took his life, as being our foe,

Yet bury him as a Prince.

Guid. Pray, fetch him hither.

^herfites* body is as good as Ajax^

When neither are alive.

Arv. If you'll go fetch him,

We'll fay our fong the whilft : Brother, begin.

Guid. Nay, Cadwdll, we mud lay his head to th*

Eaft

;

My father hath a reafon for't.

Arv. 'Tis true.

[ [a) He baspaidfor that. Oxford Editor.-*—;

far tbat-l

YSr. Wasfori
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Guid. Come on then, and remove him.

Arv. So, begin.

SONG.
Guid. c 9 Fear no more the heat o'th' Sun,

w Nor the furious winter's rages *

6 Thou thy worldly task haft done*
6 Home art gone, and to?en thy wages.

Golden lads and girls all muft,

As chimney fweepers^ come to daft.

Arv. 4 Fear no more thefrown o'th' Great^

* Thou art paft the tyranfs ftroke \

c Care no more to cloath and eat

;

' T9 thee the reed is as the oak

:

The fcepter, learning, phyfick, muft

All follow this, and come to daft.

Guid. c Fear no more the lightning-flq/h.

Arv. Nor th* all-dreaded thunder-ftone.

Guid. 4 Fear noJlander, cenfure rafh.

Arv. 4 Thou haft finiftidjoy and moan.

Both. All lovers young, all lovers muft

Confign to thee, and come to daft.

Guid. No exorcifer harm thee

!

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee I

Guid. Ghoft, unlaid, forbear thee

!

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee !

Both, Quiet confummation have,

And renowned be thy Grave

!

Enter Belarius, with the body of Cloten.

Guid. We've done our obfequies : come, lay him
down.

Bel. " Here's a few flow'rs, but about midnight

more ;

9 Fear no more, &c] This is the topic of confolation that nature

dictates to all men on chefe occafions. The fame farewel we have

over the dead body in Lucian. Tiwov otfihiov :VAi\ JViixrc/f,

« The
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u The herbs, that have on them cold dew o'th' night,
M Are brewings fitt'ft forGraves.—Upon their faces

—

" You were as flow'rs, now wither'd •, even To

" Thefe herbelets (hall, which we upon you ftrow.

" Come on, away, apart upon our knees
" The ground, that gave them firft, has them again :

fc Their pleafure here ispaft, fois their pain. [Exeunt.

Imogen, awaking.

Imo. * Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven, which is the

way? •

c I thank you—by yond bum?—pray, how far

thither? •

c 'Ods pittikins—can it be fix mile yet ?

I've gone all night 'faith, 111 lye down and fleep.

c But, foft ! no bedfellow—Oh Gods, and Goddefles

!

[Seeing the body.

* Thefe flow'rs are like the pleafures of the world ;

* This bloody man the care on't— I hope, I dream \

' For, fure, I thought I was a cave- keeper,
c And cook to honeft creatures. But 'tis not fo

:

' 'Twas but a bolt of nothing, mot at nothing,
' Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes
4 Are fometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith,

* I tremble dill with fear ; but if there be
c Yet left in heav'n as fmall a drop of pity

* As a wren's eye, oh Gods ! a part of it

!

1 The dream's here ftill ; ev'n when I wake, it is

1 Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt,

A headlefs man!—the garments of Pqfthumusf

I know the fhape of 's leg, this is his hand,

His foot mercurial, his martial thigh,

The brawns of Hercules : but his jovial face—
Murther in heaven ? « how ! 'tis gone !

—
Pifanioi

All curfes madded Hecuba gave the Greekst

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou,

Vol. VII. Y 'Twas
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'Twas thou, confpiring with that devil Cloten,

Haft here cut off my lord. To write, and read,

Be henceforth treach'rous!—Damn'd Pifanio

Hath with his forged letters—damn'd Pifanio

!

—
From this the braved vefifd of the world

Struck the main-top! oh P'oft'humus , alas,

Where is thy head ? where's That? ah me, where's

That? .

Pifanio might have kill'd thee at the heart,

And left thy head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio ?—
'Tis he and Cloten. Malice and lucre in them

Have laid this woe here. Oh, 'tis pregnant, pregnant!

The drug he gave me, which, he faid, was precious

And cordial to me, have I not found it

Murth'rous to th
5
fenfes ? that confirms it home ;

This is Pifanio's deed, and Cloten*s. Oh

!

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood,

That we the horrider may feem to thofe

Which chance to find us. Oh, my lord ! my lord

!

SCENE VII.

Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothfayer.

Cap. To them, the legions garrifon'd in Gallia,

After your will, have crofs'd the fea, attending

You here at Milfcrd- Haven, with your Ships:

They are in readinefs.

Luc. But what from Rome f

Cap. The Senate hath ftirr'd up the Confincrs,

And Gentlemen of Italyy mod willing fpirits,

That promife noble fervice: and they come
Under the conduct of bold lachimo^

Syenna's Brother.

Luc. When expect you them ?

Cap. With the next benefit o'th
5
wind.

Luc. This forward nefs

Makes
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Makes our hopes fair. Command, our prefent numbers

Be mufter'd ; bid the Captains look to't. Now, Sir,

What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpofe ?

Sooth. 9 Lali night, the very Gods fhew'd me a

vifion.

(I fad, and pray'd for their intelligence)

I faw Jcve's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd

From the fpungy fouth, to this part of the Weft,

There vanihYd in the fun-beams; which portends

(Unlefs my fins abufe my divination)

Succefs to th' Roman Hoft.

Luc. Dream often fo,

I

And never falfe! Soft, ho, what Trunk is here

Without his top? the ruin fpeaks, that fometime

I

It was a worthy building. How ! a page!

J

Or dead, or (leeping on him ? but dead, rather :

j

For Nature doth abhor to make his couch

With the defuncl, or fleep upon the dead.

\

Let's lee the boy's face.

Cap. He's alive, my lord.

I Luc. He'll then inftruft us of this body. Young one,

Inform us of thy fortunes, for, it feems,

They crave to be demanded : who is this,

Thou mak'it thy bloody pillow? 1 who was he,

That, otherwife than noble Nature did,

Hath alter'd that good picture? what's thy intered

In

9 Laft night, the very Gods Jhew'd me a vifon.'] The very

Gods may ,
indeed, fignify the Gods themfelves immediately, and

not by the intervention of other agents or increments ; yet I am
perfuaded the reading is corrupt, and that Shake/pear wrote,

Laji night the WAREY Gods •

Warey here fignifying, animadverting, forewarning, ready to

give notice; not, as in its more ufuai meaning, cautious, referred.

I 1 who was he,

That, otherwife than noble Nature did,

Hath alter d that good picture ?—] The Editor, Mr. Theo"

cavils at this paffage. He fays, it isfarfrom being Jlriclly

grammatical \ and yet, what is ftrange, he fubjoins a paraphraie

Y z of
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In this fad wreck ? how came it, and who is it ?

What art thou ?

Imo. I am nothing ; or if not,

Nothing to be, were better. This was my matter,

A very valiant Briton, and a good,

That here by mountaineers lyes (lain: alas!

There are no more fuch mafters : I may wander

From Eaft to Occident, cry out for fervice,

Try many, all good, ferve them truly, never

Find fuch another mafter.

Luc. 'Lack, good youth!

Thou mov'ft no lefs with thy complaining, than

Thy mafter in bleeding: fay his name, good friend.

Imo. Richard du Champ. If I do lye, and do

No harm by it, though the Gods hear, I hope, \_Afide.

They'll pardon it. Say you, Sir ?

Luc. Thy name?
Imo. Fidele^ Sir.

Luc. Thou doft approve thy felf the very fame ;

Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith, thy name.

of his own, which {hews it to be jlrifily grammatical. Tor> fays

he, the conjlrufiion of thefe words is this, who bath altered that

good piclure othemvife than nature altered it. I fuppofe then this

Editor's meaning was, that the grammatical conitruttion would

not conform to the fenfe ; (for a bad writer, like a bad man,

generally fays one thing and means another.) He fubjoining,

Shakefpear defigned to fay, If the text be genuine, <who hath alter d
that good pifturefrom what noble nature at firjl made it. Here
again he is miitaken ; Shakefpear meant, like a plain man, j Jit as

he fpoke ; and as our Editor firil paraphrafed him, who hath

alter d that good picture otherwise than nature altered it ? And
the folution of the difficulty in this fentiment, which fo much
perplexed him, is this : The fpeaker fees a young man without a

head, and confequently much fborterfd in itature j on which he

breaks out into this exclamation, who hath altered this good form

by making it (horter; fo contrary to the practice of nature

which by yearly acceffion of growth alters it by making it taller.

No occafion then for the Editor to change did into bid with

an allufion to the command againft murder ; which then mould
have beenforbid initead of bid.

Wilt
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"Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay

Thou lhalt be To well mafter'd, but, be fure,

No lefs belov'd. The Roman Emperor's letters,

Sent by a Conful to me, Ihould no fooner,

Than thine own worth, prefer thee: go with me.

Imo. I'll follow, Sir. But firft, an'c pleafe the

Gods,

I'll hide my mafter from the flies as deep

As thefe door pickaxes can dig : and when

With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha' ftrew'd his

Grave,

And on it faid a century of pray'rs,

(Such as I can,) twice o'er, I'll weep and figh

;

And, leaving fo his fervice, follow you,

So pleafe you entertain me.

Luc. Ay, good youth,

And rather father thee, than mafter thee.

My friends,

The boy hath taught us manly duties : let us

Find out the prettiefl dazied-plot we can,

And make him with our pikes and partizans

A Grave ; come, arm him : boy, he is preferr'd

By thee to us, and he fhall be interr'd

As foldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine eyes':

Some Falls are means the happier to arife. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Changes to Cymbeline'j Palace.

Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pifanio.

Cym. AGAIN; and bring me word, how *cis

Zjl with her!

A fever with the abfence of her fon

;

Madnefs, of which her life's in danger \ heav'ns

!

How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen,

Y 3 The

i
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The great part of my comfort, gone! my Queen
Upon a defperate bed, and in a time

When fearful wars point at me ! her fon gone,

So needful for this prefent! it ftrikes me, pad
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow,

Who needs muft know of her departure, and

Doft feem fo ignorant, we'll force it from thee

By a fharp torture.

Pif. Sir, my life is yours,

I fet it at your will : bur, for my miftrefs,

I nothing know where fhe remains j why, gone

;

Nor when fhe purpofes Return. 'Befeech your

Highnefs,

Hold me your loyal fervant.

Lord. Good my liege,

The day that fhe was miffing, he was here ;

I dare be bound he's true, and fhall perform

All parts of his fubjeclion loyally. For Cloten^

There wants no diligence in feeking him,

And will no doubt be found.

Cym. The time is troublefome

;

We'll flip you for a feafon, but our jealoufy ;

Do's yet depend.

Lord. So pleafe your Majefty,

The Roman Legions, all from Gallia drawn,

Are landed on your coaft, with large fupply

Of Roman Gentlemen, by th' Senate fent.

Cym. Now for thecounfel of my Son and Queen !—

«

I am amaz'd with matter.

Lord. Good my liege,

Your preparation can affront no lefs

Than what you hear of. Come more, for more
you're ready;

The want is, but to put thefe Powers in motion,

That long to move.

Cym. I thank you \ let's withdraw,

And meet the time, as it feeks us, We fear not
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What can from Italy annoy us, but

We grieve at chances here.—Away.— [Exeunt.

Pif. (a) I heard no letter from my mafter, fince

I wrote him, Imogen was (lain. 'Tis ftrangej

Nor hear I from my miftrefs, who did promife

To yield me often tidings. Neither know I,

What is betide to Cloten ; but remain

Perplext in all. The heavens (till mud work

;

Wherein I'm falfe, I'm honed: not true, to be true.

Thefe prefent wars fhall find, I love my Country,

Ev'n to the note o' th' King, or I fall in them

;

All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd ;

Fortune brings in fome boats, that are not fteer'd.

[pdtSCENE IX.

Changes to the Forejl.

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus,

Guid. *~F^ H E noife is round about us,

Jl Bel. Let us from it.

Arv. What pleafure, Sir, find we in life, to lock ir

From action and adventure ?

Guid. Nay, what hope

Have we in hiding us ? this way the Romans
Muft or for Britons flay us, or receive us

For barb'rous and unnatural Revolts

During their ufe, and Hay us after.

Bel. Sons,

We'll higher to the mountains, there fecure us.

To the King's Party there's no going ; newnefs

Of Cloten
9
s death (we being not known, nor mufter'd

Among the bands) may drive us
2
to a Render

2 ** to a Render'] a render, for aconfefiion.

[
a) r-ve had no letter. Oxford Editor—Vulg. I heard no

Utter ]

Y 4 Where
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"Where we have hVd : and lb extort from us

That which we've done, whole anfwer would be death

Drawn on with torture.

Guid. This is, Sir, a doubt

(Tn fuch a time) nothing becoming you,

Nor fatisfying us.

Arv. It is not likely,

That when they hear the Roman horfes neigh,

Behold their quarter'd fires, 3 have both their eyes

And ears fo 'ploy'd importantly as now,

That they will wafte their time upon our note

To know from whence we are.

Bel. Oh, I am known
Of many in the army ; many years,

Though Cloten then but young, (you fee,) not wore
him

From my remembrance. And, befides, the King
Hath not deferv'd my fervice, nor your loves,

Who find in my exile the want of breeding

;

The certainty of this hard life, aye hopelels

To have the courtefie your cradle promis'd 5

But to be ftill hot fummer's tanlings, and

The fhrinking (laves of winter.

Guid. Than be fo,

Better to ceafe to be. Pray, Sir, to th' army 5

I and my brother are not known ; your felf

So out of thought, and thereto fo o'er-grown,

3- -have both their eyes

And ears fo cloy'd importantly as now."] There is no
doubt, but our iflanders would be thoroughly cloyd of the fight

and noife of a terrible and powerful invader. But this would
not hinder their turning their attention on another object. Now
the fpeaker is maintaining, that their attention to the in<vafion

would keep them from inquiring after him. Eefides what it is,

to be importantly cloyd, I have not the leaft conception of. Shake*

/pear without doubt wrote,

fo * P L o Y* D importantly as now.

i, c. imploded or taken up with things of fuch importance.

Cannot
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Cannot be queftion'd.

Arv. By this Sun that fhines,

I'll thither what thing is it, that I never

Did fee man die, fcarce ever iook'd on blood,

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venifon ?

Never beftrid a horfe fave one, that had

A rider like myfelf who ne'er wore rowel,

Nor iron on his heel ? I am amam'd
To look upon the holy Sun, to have

The benefit of his beft beams, remaining

So long a poor unknown.

Gaid. By heav'ns, I'll go;

If you will blefs me, Sir, and give me leave,

I'll take the better care* but if you will not,

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by

The hands of Romans I

Arv. So fay I, Amen.

Bel. No reafon I (fince of your lives you fet

So flight a valuation) ihould referve

My crack'd one to more care. Have with you,

boys

;

If in your country wars you chance to die,

That is my bed too, lads ; and there I'll lye.

Lead, lead ; the time feems long : their blood thinks

fcorn

'Till it flie out, and fliew them Princes born.
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ACTV. SCENE I.

A Field between the Britifh and Roman Camps.

Enter Pofthumus, with a bloody hankerchief.

POSTHUMUS,

YE A, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wiflht,

Thou (hould'ft be colour'd thus. You married

Ones,

If each of you would take this courfe, how many
Muft murder wives much better than themfelves

For wrving but a little ? oh, Pifanio !,

Every good fervant does not ail Commands;
No bond, but to do juft ones. Gods! if you

Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never

Had lived to put on this ; fo had you faved

The noble Imogen to repent, and (truck

Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But alack,

You fnatch from hence for little faults ; that's Iovej

To have them fall no more: you fome permit

To fecond ills with ills, each worfe than other,

And make them dread, to the doers' thrift.

But Imogen's your own : do your bed wills,

And make me bleft t'obey ! I am brought hither

Among th' Italian Gentry, and to fight

Againlt my lady's Kingdom ; 'tis enough,

That, Britaine, I have kiii'd thy miftrefs : Peace!

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good heav'ns,

Hear patiently my purpofe. I'll difrobe mc
Of thefe Italian weeds, and fuit myfeif

As do's a Briton peafafit ; fo I'll fight

Againft the part i come with •, fo I'll die

For thee, O Imogen, for whom my life

Is, ev'ry breath, a death; and thus unknown,

Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril

My
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Myfelf I'll dedicate. Let me make men know
More valour in me, than my Habits fhew j

Gods, put the ftrength o' th* Leonati in me!
To lhame the guife o' th* world, I will begin

The fafhion, lefs without, and more within. [Exit.

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman army at one

door; and the Britifh army at another; Leonatus.

Pofthumus follo wing like a poor foldier. They march

overi and go out. Then enter again in skirmijh Iachi-

mo, and Pofthumus; he vanquijheth and difarmetb

Iachimo, and then leaves him.

lach. The heavinefs and guilt, within my bofom,
Takes off my manhood ; I've bely'd a lady,

The Princefs of this country ; and the air on't

Revengingly enfeebles me: or could this carle,

A very drudge of nature, have fubdu'd me
In my profeffion ? Knighthoods, and Honours born,

As I wear mine, are titles but or* fcorn :

If that thy gentry, Britaine, go before

This lowt, as he exceeds our lords, the odds

Is, that we fcarce are men, and you are Gods. [Exit,

The battle continues; the Britons fly 9 Cymbeline is

taken ; then enter to his re/cue, Belarius, Guiderius,

and Arviragus.

Bel. Stand, ftand ; we have th' advantage of the

ground *,

That lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but

The villany of our fears.

Guid. Arv. Stand, ftand, and fight.

Enter Pofthumus, andfeconds the Britons. They refcue

Cymbeline, and exeunt.

Then Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen.

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thylelf;

For friends kill friends, and the diforder's fuch

A*
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As war were hood-wink'd.

lacb. 'Tis their frefh fupplies.

Luc. It is a day turn'd ftrangely. Or betimes

Let's re-inforce, or fly. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

Another Part of the Field of Battle.

Enter Pofthumus, and a Britifh Lord.

Lord. i^Am'ft thou from where they made the

Stand ?

Poft. I did.

Though you, it feems, came from the fliers.

Lord, I did.

Poft. No blame be to you, Sir, for all was loft,

But that the heavens fought : the King himfelf

* Of his wings deftitute, the army broken,
c And but the backs of Britaine feen ; all flying

« Through a ftraight lane, the enemy full-hearted,

« Lolling the tongue with flaughtering, having work
* More plentiful, than tools to do't, ftruck down
* Some mortally, fome flightly touch'd, fome falling
6 Meerly through fear, that the ftraight Pafs was

4 damn'd
* With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living

* To die with lengthen'd fhame.

Lord, Where was this lane?

Poft. Clofe by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with

turf,

Which gave advantage to an ancient foldier,

(An honeft one, I warrant,) who deferv'd

So long a breeding as his white beard came to,

In doing this for's Country. 'Thwart the lane,

He, with two ftriplings, (lads, more like to run

The country Bafe, than to commit fuch flaughter ;

With faces fit for masks, or rather fairer

Than
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Than thofe
1
for preservation cas'd, or fhame,)

Made good the paflage, cry'd to thofe that fled,

Our Britaine's Harts die flying, not our men;
To darknefs fleet fouls, that fly backwards ! ftand ;

Or we are Romans, and will give you That

Like beafts, which you fhun beaftly, and may fave

But to look back in frown: ftand, ftand. Thefe

three,

Three thoufand confident, in act as many

;

(For three performers are the file, when all

The reft do nothing ;) with this word, Stand, ftand,

Accommodated by the place, (more charming

With their own Noblenefs, which could have turn'd

A diftafF to a lance) gilded pale looks ;

Part, fhame, part, fpirit-renew'd
a
that fome, turn'd

coward

But by example, (oh, a fin in war,

Damn'd in the htft beginners!) 'gan to look

The way that they did, and to grin like lions

Upon the pikes o'th* hunters. Then began

A ftop i'th* chafer, a retire ; anon,
3 A rout, confufion-thick. Forthwith they flie

Chickens, the way which they ftoop'd eagles : Haves,

The ftrides they victors made and now our cowards,

Like fragments in hard voyages, became

The life o'th' need ; having found the back door open

Of the unguarded hearts, heav'ns, how they wound
Some flain before, fome dying; fome, their friends

O'er-borne i'th' former wave ; ten, chae'd by one,

Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty ;

1 for prefersat io?i cas'd, or fhame,] Shame, for modefty.

2 that fome, turn'd coward] Some, for that part

which.

3 A rout, confujton thick.—] This is read as if it was a thick

confufion, and only another term for rout: whereas covfufion -thick

Ihould be read thus with an hyphen, and is a very beautiful com-
pound epithet to rout. But Shake/pear's line diclion is not a little

obfeured throughout by thus disfiguring his compound adjectives.

Thofe,
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Thofe, that would die or ere refift, are grown
The mortal hugs o'th' field.

Lord. This was ftrange chance,

A narrow lane ! an old man, and two boys !

Poft. Nay, do not wonder at it ; you are made
Rather to wonder at the things you hear,

Than to work any. Will you rhime upon't?

And vent it for a mockery ? here is one

:

Two boys, an old man, (twice a boy,) a lane,

Prefcrv'd the Britons, was the Romans' bane.

Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir.

Poft. Lack ! to what end ?

Who dares not (land his foe, Til be his friend ;

For if he'll do, as he is made to do,

I know, he'll quickly My my friendfhip too.

You have put me into rhimes.

Lord. Farewel, you are angry. [Exit.

Poft. This is a lord—oh noble mifery,

To be i'th' field., and ask what news, of me!
To day, how many would have given their honours

To've fav'd their carcafTes ? took heel to do't,

And yet died too? <; 4 I, in mine own woe charm'd,
<c Could not find death, where I did hear him groan *,

" Nor feel him, where he (truck. This ugly monfter,

—

" 'Tis ftrange he hides him in frefh cups, foft beds,
16 Sweet words or hath more minifters than we,

" That draw his knives i'uV war—Well, I will find

him :

4 — I, in mine won <woe charm'd,] Alluding to the com-"

mon fnper&tion of Charms being powerful enough to keep men
unhurt in battle. It was derived from our Saxon anceliors,

and fo is common to us with the Germans* who are above all

oiher people given to this fuperitition, which made Erdfmus,

\vher?, in his Maria Encomium, he gives to each nation its proper

characleriftic, lay, Germani corporum proceriiate cf rnagie cog-

nitiune fibi placent: and Prior, m his Alma,

North Britons hence ha've fecond fi^hl

;

And Germans free from gin- mo: fight.

For
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For being now a favourer to the Briton,

No more a Briton, I've refum'd again

The part I came in. Fight I will no more,

Bat yield me to the verieit hind, that fhall

Once touch my fhoulder. Great the (laughter is

Here made by th* Roman great the anfwer be,

Britons muft take. For me, my ranfom's death ;

On either fide I come to fpend my breath ;

Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again,

But end it by fome means for Imogen,

Enter two Britifh Captains, and Soldiers,

1 Cap, Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken

!

'Tis thought, the old man, and his fons, were angels.

2 Cap, There was a fourth man, in a filly habit,

That gave th' affront with them.

i Cap, So 'tis reported ;

But none of them can be found. Stand, who's there ?

Poft. A Roman •

Who had not now been drooping here, if Seconds

Had anfvver'd him.

|
2 Cap, Lay hands on him; a dog!

A leg of Rome fhali not return to tell

What crows have peck'd them here ; he brags his

fervice,

As if he were of note ; bring him to th' King.

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pi-

fanio, and Roman captives. The captains prefent

Pofthumus to Cymbeiine, who delivers him over to

a Goaler, After which, all go out.

SCENE
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SCENE III.

Changes to a Prifon.

Enter Pofthumus, and two goalers.

i GoaL\7 OU fball not now be ftoln, you've locks

I upon you

So, graze, as you find pafture.

2 Goal. Ay, or ftomach. [Exeunt Goalers.

Poft. Moft welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way,

I think, to liberty ; yet am I better

Than one that's Tick o'th' gout, fince he had rather

Groan fo in perpetuity than be cur'd

By th' fure phyfician, death ; who is the key

T'unbar thefe Jocks. My confcience ! thou art fetter'd,

More than my ihanks and wrifts 5 you good Gods,
give me

The penitent inftrument to pick that bolt

;

Then, free for ever. Is't enough, I'm forry ?

So children temp'ral fathers do appeafe;

Gods are more full of mercy. -Muft I repent ?

I cannot do it better than in gyves,

Defir'd, more than conftrain'd ;
5 to fatisfie,

I

£ to fatisfie.

If of my freedom *tis the main part, take

No firifter Render of me, than my alii What we can dis-

cover from the nonfenfe of thefe lines is, that the fpeaker, in a

lit of penitency, compares his circum fiances with a debtor's, who
is willing to furrender up all to appeafe his creditor. This being

the fenfe in general, I may venture to fay, the true reading mult

have been this,

to fati<fie,

I d'off myfreedom ; 'tis the main part ; take

No filrifter Render ofme than my all.

The verb d'off is too frequently ufed by our author to need any

inftances ; and is here employ'd with peculiar elegance, 1. /. To
give
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I d'off my freedom ; 'tis the main part j take
6 No ftndttr Render of me, than my all.

I know, you are more clement than vile men,
Who of their broken debtors take a third,

A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again

On their abatement ; that's not my defire.

For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though

*Tis not io dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it.

'Tween man and man, they weigh not every (tamp
Though light, take pieces for the figure's fake ;

You rather, mine being yours : and lb, great Powers,
If you will take this audit, take this life,

And cancel thofe old bonds. Oh Imogen!
1*11 fpeak to thee in filence.— [He Jleeps.

7 Solemn mufick : Enter as in an apparition', Sicilius

Leonatus, father to Fo fthumus, an old man, attired

like a warrior ; leading in his hand an ancient matron*

his wife, and mother to Poft humus, with mufick be-
" fore them. 'Then, after other mufick, follow the two

young Leonati, brothers to Pofthumus, with wounds

as they died in the wars. They circle Pofthumus
round, as he lyes fleeping.

Sici. No more, thou thunder-mafter, fhew
Thy fpite on mortal flies :

With Mars fall our, with Juno chide,

That thy Adulteries

Rates and revenges.-

give all the fatisfadtion I am able to your offended Godheads, I

voluntarily diveit my felf of my freedom : 'tis the only thing I

have to atone with,

take

No Jlriiler Render ofme, than my all.

6 NoJlritfer Render—] Render, for mulct.

7 Solemn mufick: &c] Here follow a <vifion, &mafquey and a

prophefy, which interrupt the fable without the leait necefiicy, and

unmeafurably lengthen this act. I think it plainly foifted in after-

wards for meer mow* and apparently not of Shake/pear.

Mr. Pope,

Vol. VII. Z Hath
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Hath my poor boy done aught but well,

Whofe face I never faw ?

I dy'd, whilft in the womb he ftay'd,

Attending Nature's Law.
Whofe father, Jove! (as men report,

Thou orphans' father art •,)

Thou fhould'ft have been, and fhielded him
From his earth-vexing fmart.

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,

But took me in my throes

;

That from me my Pqfibumus ript,

Came crying 'mongft his foes,

A thing of pity!

Ski* Great Nature, like his anceftry,

Moulded the fluff fo fair j

That he deferv'd the praife oW world,

As great Sicilius* heir,

i Bro. When once he was mature for man.
In Britaine where was he,

That could (land up his parallel,

Or rival object be

In eye of Imogen^ that befl

Could deem his dignity ?

Moth. With marriage therefore was he mockta

To be exiPd, and thrown

From Leonatus" feat, and cad

From her his deareft one ?

Sweet Imogen !

Ski. Why did you fuffer Iachimo%

Slight thing of Italy

^

To taint his noble heart and brain

With needlefs jealoufie,

And to become the geek and fcorn

OW other's villany ?

Z Bro. For this, from (tiller feats we came,]

Our parents, and us twain
3



Cymbeline.
That, ftriking in our country's caufe,

Fell bravely and were flain

Our fealty, and Tenantius' right,

With honour to maintain.

1 Bro. Like hardiment Pofthumus hath

To Cymbeline perform'd *,

Then, Jupiter, thou King of Gods,

Why haft thou thus adjourn'd

The graces for his merits due,

Being all to dolours turn'd ?

Sici. Thy cryftal window ope; lookout;

No longer exercife,

Upon a valiant race, thy harfli

And potent injuries.

Moth. Since, Jupiter, our fon is good,
Take off his miferies.

Sici. Peep through thy marble manfion, help!

Or we poor ghofts will cry

To th' mining fynod of the reft,

Againft thy Deity.

2 Bretb. Help, Jupiter, or we appeal,

And from thy juftice file.

Jupiter defcends in thunder and lightning, fitting upon an

eagle ; he throws a thunder-bolt. The ghofts fall on

their knees.

Jupit. No more, you petty fpirits of region low,

Offend our hearing ; hufh!—how dare you, Ghofts,

Accufe the Thunderer, whofe bolt you know,
Sky- planted, batters all rebelling coafts I

Poor fhadows of Elyfium, hence and reft

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers.

Be not with mortal accidents oppreft,

No care of yours it is : you know, *tis ours.

Whom beft I love, I crofs ; to make my gift,

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content,

Your low-laid fon our godhead will uplift

:

His comforts thrive, his tryals well are fpent ;

Z 2 Our
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Oar Jovial ftar reign'd at his birth, and in

Our temple was he married : rife, and fade!

He mail be lord of lady Imogen^

And happier much by his affliction made.

This tablet lay upon his breaft, wherein

[Jupiter drops a tablet*

Our pleafure his full fortune doth confine 5

And fo, away ;—no farther with your din

Exprefs impatience, left you ftir up mine

;

Mount, eagle, to my palace cryftalline. [Afcends*

Ski. He came in thunder, his coeleftial breath

Was fulphurous to fmell \ the holy eagle

Stoop'd, as to foot us> his afcenfion is

More fweet than our bleft fields ; his royal bird

Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak,

As when his God is pleas'd.

All Thanks, Jupiter I

SicL The marble pavement clofes, he is enter'd

His radiant roof: away, and to be bleft

Let us with care perform his great beheft. [Vanijb.

Pofl. [waking.'] Sleep, thou haft been a grandfire,

and begot

A father to me : and thou haft created

A mother and two brothers. But, oh fcorn !

Gone— they went hence fo foon as they were born 5

And fo I am awake—Poor wretches, that depend
On Greatnefs' favour, dream as I have done

;

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I fwerve

:

Many dream not to find, neither deferve 5

And yet are fteep'd in favours ; fo am I

That have this golden chance, and know not why

:

What fairies haunt this ground ? a book! oh rare one!

Be not, as in our fangled world, a garment
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects

So follow, to be moft unlike our Courtiers

;

As good as promife.

Reads.
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[Reads.]

HEN cis the lion's whelp fhall, to himfelf unknown*

without feeking find, and be embraced by a piece of

tender air ; and when from a Jlately cedar (hall be loft

branches, which, being dead many years, fh.ill after re-

vive, be jointed to the old flock, and frefhiy grow, then

fhall Poll humus end his tniferies^ Britaine be fortunate

^

andflcurfo in peace and plenty,

9 'Tis ftill a dream 5 or elfe fuch fluff, as madmen
Tongue, and brain not—do either both, or nothing

—

Or fenfelefs fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch

As fenfe cannot untie. But what it is,

The aclion of my life is like it, which I'll keep

If but for fympathy.

Enter Goalcr.

Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for death ?

Toft. Over-roafted rather : ready long ago.

Goal. Hanging is the word, Sir ; if you be ready

for that, you are well cookt.

Poft. So if it prove a good repaft to the fpedhtors,

the di(h pays the lhot.

Goal. A heavy reckoning for you, Sir ; but the com-
fort is, you fhall be call'd to no more payments, fear

no more tavern bills, which are often the fadnefs of
parting, as the procuring of mirth ; you come in faint

for want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink j

forry that you have paid too much, and forry that you

8 'Tis ftill a dream ; or elfe fuch fluff, as madmen
'Tongue, and hrain not—do either both, or nothing™ —
Or fenfelefs fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch
As fenfe cannot untie. ] The obfcurity of this paflagc

arifes from part of it being fpoke of the prophefy, and part to it.

This writing on the Tablet (fays he) is ftill a dream, or elfe the

I

raving of madnefs. Do thou, O Tablet, either both, or nothing ;

;
either let thy words and fenfe go together, or be thy bofom a

rafa tabula. As the words now Hand they are nonfcnfe, or at

lealt involve in them a fenfe which I cannot divelope,

Z 3 are
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are paid too much ; purfe and brain, both empty, the

brain the heavier, for being too light ; the purfe too

light being drawn of heavinefs. Oh, of this contra-

diction you fhall now be quit: oh, the charity of a

penny cord, it fums up thoufands in a trice ; you have

no true debtor, and creditor, but it ; of what's pad,

is, and to come, the difcharge ; your neck, Sir, is

pen, book, and counters ; fo the acquittance follows.

Prft. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live.

Goal. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the

tooth-ache : but a man that were to fleep your fleep,

and a hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would

change places with his officer : for look you, Sir, you

know not which way you fhall go.

Toft. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow.

Goal. Your death has eyes in's head then ; I have

not feen him fo pidur'd: you mud either be directed

by fome that take upon them to know ; or to take

upon your felf that, which, I am fure, you do not

know or lump the afcer-enquiry on your own peril

;

and how you fhall fpeed in yourjourney's-end, I think,

you'll never return to teii one.

P ft. i tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes,

to dired: them the way I am going, but fuch as wink,

and will not ufe them.

Goal. What an infinite mock is this, that a man
mould have the bed ufe of eyes, to fee the way of

blmdnefs I I am fure, hanging's the way of winking.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Knock oft his manacles, bring your prifoner

to the King.

Pcft. Thou bring'O: good news j I am called to be

made free.

Goal. I'll be hang'd then.

Poft. Thou fhalt be then freer than a goaler; no
bcks lor the dead . \Excunt Poft h u mus and Mejfenger.

Goal.
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Goal Unlcfs a man would marry a gallows, and

beget young gibbets, I never faw one fo prone. Yet,

on my conlcience, there are verier knaves defire to

live, for all he be a Roman: and there befomeof them
too, that die againfl: their wills; fo fhould I, ifI were

one. I would, we were all of one mind, and one

mind good ; O, there were defolation of goalers and
gallowies ; I fpeak againfl: my prefent profit, but my
wifh hath a preferment in*t.

SCENE IV.

Cymbeiine'i Tent.

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus,

Pifanio, and lords.

Cy/w.QTAND by my fide, you, whom the Gods
l3 have made

Prefervers of my Throne. Wo is my heart,

That the poor Soldier, that fo richly fought,

(Whofe rags fham'd gilded arms \ whofe naked bread

Stept before fhields of proof,) cannot be found :

He mall be happy that can find him, if

Our grace can make him fo.

Bel. 9 I never faw

Such noble fury in fo poor a thing

:

Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought

But begg'ry and poor Luck.

9 1 never faw
Such noble fury in fo -poor a thing

;

Such precious deeds in one that promised nouoht

But beggary and poor Looks.] But how can it be faid, that

one, whofe poor Looks promife beggary, promiicd poor Looks too?

it was not the poor look which was promifed : that was vifible*

We muft read,

But beggary and poor Luck.

This fets the matter right, and makes Belarius fpeak fenfe and to

thepurpofe. For there was the extraordinary thing ; he promis'd

nothing but poor Luck, and yet perform'd all theic wendexs.

Z 4 Cym,
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Cym. No tydings of him ?

Pif. He hath been fearch'd among the dead and
living,

But no trace of him.

Cym. To my grief, I am
The heir of his reward ; which I will add

To you, (the liver, heart, and brain of Britaine ;)

[To Bel. Guid. and Arvirag,

By whom, I grant, (he lives. *Tis now the time

To ask of whence you are. Report it.

Bel. Sir,

In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen :

Farther to boaft, were neither true nor modeft,

Unlefs I add, we're honeft.

Cym Bow your knees ;

Arife my Knights o'th' battle ; I create you

Companions to our perfon, and will fit you
With dignities becoming your eftates.

Enter Cornelius, and Ladies.

There's bufinefs in thefe faces: why fo fadly

Greet you cur victory ? you look like Romans^

And not o*th
5
Court of Britaine.

Cor. Hail, great King !

To four your happinefs, I muft report

The Queen is dead.

Cym Whom worfe than a phyfician

Would this report become ? but I confider,

By med'cine life may be prolong'd, yet death

Will leize the Doctor too. How ended ihe ?

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like herfelf;

Who, being cruel to the world, concluded

Moft cruel to her felf. What fhe confefr,

I will report, fo pleafe you: Thefe her women
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks,

Were prefent when fhe fmifh'd.

Cym. Pr'ythee, fay.

Cor,
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Cor. Firft, fhe confefs'd, fhe never lov'd you : only

Affected Greatnefs got by you, not you :

Married your Royalty, was wife to your Place $

Abhorr'd your perfon.

Cym. She alone knew this

:

And, but fhe fpoke it dying, I would not

Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.

Cor. Your Daughter, whom fhe bore in hand to

love

With fuch integrity, fhe did confefs,

Was as a fcorpion to her fight ; whofe life,

But that her flight prevented it, fhe had

Ta'en off by poifon.

Cym. O mod delicate fiend

!

Who is't can read a woman ? is there more ?

Cor. More, Sir, and worfe. She did confefs, fhe had
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took,

Should by the minute feed on life, and lingring

By inches wafte you. In which time fhe purpos'd,

By watching, weeping, tendance, kifling, to

O'ercome you with her fhew : yes, and in time,

(When fhe had fitted you with her craft,) to work
Her fon into th' adoption of the Crown ;

But failing of her end by his flrange abfence,

Grew fhamelefs, defperate ; open'd, in defpight

Of heaven and men, her purpofes : repented,

The ills fhe hatch'd were not effected : fo,

Defpairing, dy'd.

Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ?

Lady. We did, fo pleafe your Highnefs.

Cym. Mine eyes

Were not in fault, for fhe was beautiful

:

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart,

That thought her like her Seeming. It had been vicious

To have miftrufted her. Yet, oh my daughter

!

That it was folly in me, thou may'ft fay,

And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all

!

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman prifonersy

Leonatus behind, and Imogen.

Thou com'ft not, Caws, now for Tribute ; That
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the lofs

Of many a bold one j whofe kinfmen have made fuit,

That their good fouls may be appeas'd with (laughter

Of you their Captives, which our felf have granted.

So, think of your tftate.

Luc. Confider, Sir, the chance of war ; the day

Was yours by accident : had it gone with us,

We lhould not, when the blood was cold, have

threatned

Our Prifoners with the fword. But fmce the Gods
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives

May be call'd ranfome, let it come. Sufficeth,

A Reman with a Roman's heart can fufter.

Auguftus Lves to think on't And fo much
For my peculiar care. This one thing only

I v/ill mtreat : my boy, a Briton born,

Let him be ranfom'd ; never mafter had

A page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent,

So tender over his occafions, true,

So feat, fo nurfe-like ; let his virtue join

With my requeft, which, I'll make bold, yourHighnefs
Cannot deny : he hath done no Briton harm,

Though he hath ferv'd a Roman. Save him, Sir,

And ipare no blood befide.

Cym. I've furely feen him

;

His favour is familiar to me. Boy,

Thou haft look'd thy felf into my grace,

And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore,

To fay, live, boy : ne'er thank thy mafter, live ;

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilr,
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Fitting my bounty, and thy ftate, I'll give it

:

Yea, though thou do demand a prifoner,

The noblett ta'en.

Imo. I humbly thank your Highnefs.

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad y

And yet, I know, thou wilt.

Imo. No, no, alack,

There's other work in hand ; I fee a thing

Bitter to me, as death ; your life, good matter,

Mult fhuffle for it felf.

Luc. The boy difdains me,

He leaves me, fcorns me: briefly die their joys,

That place them on the truth of girls and boys!

Why ftands he fo perplext ?

Cym. What would'ft thou, boy ?

I love thee more and more : think more and more,

What's bed to ask. Know'ft him thou look'ii on

fpeak,

Wilt have him live? is he thy kin ? thy friend ?

Imo. He is a Romany no more kin to me,

Than I to your Highnefs : who, being born your vafial

Am fomething nearer.

Cym. Wherefore eye'ft him fo ?

Imo. I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleafe

To give me hearing.

Cym. Ay, with all my heart,

And lend my bed attention. What's thy name ?

Imo. Fideky Sir.

Cym. Thou art my good youth, my page ;

I'll be thy matter : walk with me, fpeak 1 reel v.

[Cymbel. and Imo. walkafide

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ?

Arv. 1 One fand another

I Onefand another

Not more refembles that fkVtet rojie lad ] A flight corrup

tion has made nonfenfe of this paffage. One grain might refembi

another, but none a human form. We Ihould resd,

Not mere refembles, than he t h' fweet rofe lad.
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Not more refembles, than He th' fwcet rofie lad,

Who dy'd and was Fidele. What think you?

GuuL The fame dead thing alive.

Bel. Peace, peace, fee more ; he eyes us not \ for-

bear,

Creatures may be alike : were't he, I'm fure,

He would have fpoke t'us.

Guid. But we law him dead.

Bel. Befilent: lee's fee further.

Pif. 'tis my miftrefs [AJiit.

Since me is living, let the time run on,

To good, or bad. [Cymb. and Imog. comeforward.

Cym. Come, (land thou by our fide.

Make thy demand aloud. Sir, Step you forth,

[to lachimo.

Give anfwer to this boy, and do it freely;

Or, by our Greatnefs and the Grace of it,

Which is our Honour, bitter torture fhall

Winnow the truth from falfhood On ; fpeak to
him.

Into. My boon is, that this Gentleman may render

Of whom he had this ring.

Pofi. What's that to him?
Cym, That diamond upon your ringer, fay,

How came it yours ?

iacb. Thou'lt torture me to leave unfpoken That,
Which to be fpoke would torture thee.

Cym. How? me?
Iacb. I am glad to be conftrain'd to utter what

Torments me to conceal. By viilany

I got this ring; 'twas Leonatus
9

jewel,

Whom thou didft banifh : and (which more may
grieve thee,

As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er liv'd

Twixt sky and ground. Will you hear more, my
lord ?

Cym. All that belongs to this.

Iach %
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Iacb. That paragon, thy daughter,

For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits

Quail to remember,—give me leave, I faint.—
Cym. My daughter, what of her? renew thy

ftrength

;

Pd rather thou fhould'ft live, while nature will,

Than die ere I hear more : drive, man, and ipeak.

Iacb, Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock,

That (truck the hour ;) it was in Rome, (accurs'd

The manfion where) 'twas at a feaft, (oh, would

Our viands had been poifon'd ! or at leaft,

Thofe which I heav'd to head :) the good Pofthumus—*

(What mould I fay ? he was too good to be

Where ill men were ; and was the beft of all

Amongft the rar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly,

Hearing us praife our Loves of Italy

For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd Boaft

Of him that beft could fpeak * for feature, laming

The fhrine of Venus^ or ftraight-pight Minerva'^

Pofturcs

2 For feature laming] Feature, for proportion of parts, which
Mr. Theobald not underitanding, would alcer to fature.

- 1 1 for feature, laming
The fhrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight Minerva,

Poftures beyond brief nature j— ] *. e. The ancient flatues of
Venus and Minerva, which exceeded, in beauty of exact propor-

tion, any living bodies, the work of brief nature, i. e. of hafty,

unelaborate nature. He gives the fame character of the beauty

of the Antique in Antony and Cleopatra :

O'er picturing that Venus nuhere ave fee

The fancy out-work nature.

It appears, from a number of fuch 'paffages as thefe, that our

author was not ignorant of the fine arts. A parage in De Pile/

Cours de peinture par principes will give great light to the beauty

cf the text.

—

Pen de fentimens ont ete partagez fur la beaute de

V antique. Les gens d'efpric qui aiment les beaux arts ont eftime

dans tous les terns ces merveilleux ouvrages. Nous t>oyons dans les

anciens Auteurs quantite de paffages ou pour loiier les beautez vi-

vantes on les comparoit aux ftatues. Ne vozis imagines (dit Maxime
deTyr) de powvoir jamais trouver une beaute naturtlle, qui le d:f

pute

349
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Poftures beyond brief nature ; for condition,

A mop of all the qualities, that man
Loves woman for ; befides that hook of wiving$
Fairnefs, which ftrikes the eye

Cym. I (land on fire.

Come to the matter.

lach. rYH too foon I mail,

Unlefs thou wouldft grieve quickly.—'This Pojlbumus^

fMoft like a noble lord in love, and one

That had a royal lover) took his hint;

And, not difpraifing whom we prais'd, (therein

He was as calm as virtue) he began

His miftrefs' picture ; which by his tongue being made,

And then a mind put in't, either our brags

Were crack'd-of kitchen-trulls, or his defcription

Prov'd us unfpeaking lots.

Cym. Nay, nay, to th' purpofe.

lach. Your daughter's chaftity 5—there it begins;

He fpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams,

pute aux fiatues. Ovid, ou ilfait la defcription de Cyllare, le plus

beau d: Centaure?, dit Qa* il avcit une fi grande vivacite dans le

vifage, que le col. les epaules, les mains, & }' eftomac en etoient fi

beaux qu' on pouvoit aflarer qu' en tou: ce qu'il avoit de rhomme
c'ctoit ia meme beau e que Ton remarque dans les itatues les pins

parfaites. Ec Philofirete, parlant de la beaute de Neoptoleme, &
de la refiemblance qu' ii avcit avec Ton pere Ackille, dit, Qu'en
beaute fon pere avoit autant d' avantage fur lui que les ftatue's en

out iur les beaux homrnes. Les auteurs modernes ont fuivi ces

memes fentimens fur la beaute de VAntique. Je rcporterai feule-

ment celui de Scaiiger. Le Moyen, dit il, que nous puiffioris

rien voir qui aprcche de ia perfe&ion dts belles itatues, puifqu* il

eft permi* a 1
' art de choiiir, de retrancher, d' adjouter, de

ciriger, & qu' au concrarie, la nature s'eft toujours alteree depuis

la creation du premier hemme en qui Dieu joignit la beaute de la

forme a ceiie de 1* innocence. This lalt quotation from Scaliger

well explains what Sbakefp;ar meant by

Erief Nature;

u e. inelaborate, haity, and carelefs as to the elegance of form,
in refpeft of art, which ufes the peculiar addrefs, above explained,
to arrive at perfection.

And
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J

And Ihe alone were cold ; whereat, I, wretch !—

-

Made fcruple of his praife; and wag'd with him

Pieces of gold, 'gainft This which then he wore

Upon his honour'd finger, to attain

In fuic the place of 's bed, and win this ring

By hers and mine adultery. He, true Knight,

No lefier of her honour confident

Than I did truly find her, flakes this ring;

And would fo, had it been a carbuncle

Of Phzbus' wheel ; and might fo fafely, had k
Been all the worth of 's Car. Away to Britaine

Poll I in this defign: well may you, Sir,

Remember me at court, where I was taught

By your chafte daughter the wide difference

' Twixt amorous, and villainous. Being thus quench'd

Of Hope, not Longing, mine Italian brain

'Gan in your duller Britaine operate

Moft vilely : for my vantage excellent ;

And, to be brief, my practice fo prevail'd.

That I return'd with fimular proof enough

To make the noble Leonatus mad,

By wounding his belief in her renown,

With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes

Of chamber- hanging, pictures, this her bracelet;

(Oh, cunning ! how I got it) nay, fome marks

Of fecret on her perfon ; that he could not

But think her bond of chaftity quite crack'd,

I having ta'en the forfeit; whereupon,

Methinks, I fee him now >

Pofi. Ay, fo thou do' ft, [Coming forward.

Italian fiend! ah me, moft credulous fool,

Egregious murtherer, thief, any thing

That's due to all the villains paft, in Being,

To come—oh, give me cord, or knife, or poifon,

Some upright jufticer! Thou, King, fend out

For torturers ingenious; it is I

1 That all th' abhorred things o' th' earth amend,
By



Cymbeline.
By being worfe than they. I am Pofthumus

That kill'd thy daughter;—villain-like, i lie

^

That caus'd a lefifer villain than myfelf,

A facrilegnus thief, to do't. The temple

Of virtue was Ihe, yea, and She herlelf. -

Spit, and throw (tones, caft mire upon me, fet

The dog o' th' ftreet to bay me : every villain

Be call'd Pcfthumus Leonatus, and

Be villany lels than 'twas! Oh Imogen!

My Queen, my life, my wife! oh Imogen
,

Imogen, Imogen!

Imo. Peace, my lord, hear, hear.

Po/l. Snail's have a Play of this ?

Thou fcornful page, there lie thy part,

[Striking her, Jhe falls.

Pif. Oh, gentlemen, help,

Mine, and your miftrefs—Oh, my lord Poflbumus!

You ne'er kill'd Imogen 'till now -help, help,

Mine honour'd lady

Cym. Does the world go round ?

Pojl. How come thefe daggers on me ?

Pif. Wake, my miftrefs!

Cym. If this be fo, the Gods do mean to ftrike me
To death with mortal joy.

Pif. How fares my miftrefs?

Imo. O, get thee from my fight

;

Thou gav'ft me poifon: dang'rous fellow, hence!

Breathe not, where Princes are.

Cym. The tune of Imogen!

Pif Lady, the Gods throw ftones of fulphur on me,
If what I gave you was not thought by me.
A precious thing : I had it from the Queen*

Cym. New matter ftill ?

Imo. It poifon'd me.
Cor. Oh Gods

!

I left out one thing which the Queen confefs'd,

Which muft approve thee honett. If Pifanio

Have
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Have, faid (he, giv'n his miftrefs that confedion,

Which I gave him for cordial, me is ferv'd

As I would ferve a rat.

Cym. What's this, Cornelius ?

Cor. The Queen, Sir, very oft importun'd me
To temper poilbns for her; (till pretending

The fatisfaction of her knowledge, only

In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs

Of no elteem ; I, dreading that her purpofe

Was of more danger, did compound for her

A certain fluff, which, being ta'en would feize

The prefent power of life but, in fhort time,

All offices of nature mould again

Do their due functions. Have you ta'en of it?

Imo. Mofl like I did, for I was dead.

Bel. My boys, there was our error.

Guid. This is, furc, Fidele.

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from
you?

3 Think, that you are upon a mock, and now
Throw me again. [Throwing her arms about bis neck*.

Poft. Hang there like fruit, my foul,

'Till the tree die !

Cym. How now, my flefh ? my child ?

What, mak'ft thou me a dullard in this act?

Wilt thou not fpeak to me?
Imo. Your Blefling, Sir. [Kneeling.

Bel. Tho' you did love this youth, I blame you not,

You had a motive for't. [To Guid. Arvir.

3 Think, that you are upon a rock, and now
Throw me again.] What occafioned thefe words, was her

husband's ilriking her before he knew her, and faying,

ShaWs have\a Play of this,

Thou fcornfui Page, there lye thy part.

So that 'tis plain the true reading is,

Thinky that you are upon a mock.

i. e. a farce, a ftage-play. Befides, the common reading is non?

fenfe.
'

Vol. VII. A a Cym.
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Cym. My tears, that fall,

Prove holy-water on thee! Imogen^

Thy mother's dead.

lmo. I'm lorry for't, my lord.

Cym. Oh, (lie was naught ; and long of her it was,

That we meet here fo ftrangely *, but her fon

Is gone, we know not how, nor where.

Pif. My lord,

Now fear is from me, I'll fpeak truth. Lord Cloteny

Upon my lady's miffing, came to me
With his fword drawn, foam'd at the mouth, and

fwore,

If I dilcover'd not which way llie went,

It was my inftant death. By accident

I had a feigned letter of my mailer's

Then in my pocket ; which directed her

To feek him on the mountains near to Milford:

Where, in a frenzy, in my mailer's garments,

Which he inforc'd from me, away he polls

With unchalle purpofe, and with oath to violate

My lady's honour: What became of him,

I further know not.

Guid. Let me end the (lory ;

I flew him there.

Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend

!

J would not, thy good deeds mould from my lips

Pluck a hard fentence: pr'ythte, valiant youth,

Deny't again.

Guid. I've fpoke it, and I did it.

Cym. He was a Prince.

Guid. A moll incivil one. The wrongs he did me,

Were nothing prince-like; for he did provoke me
With language that would make mefpurn the fea,

Could it fo roar to me. I cut off's head ;

And am right glad, he is not Handing here

To tell this tale of mine.

Cym. I'm forry for thee

;

By
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By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muft

Endure our law: thou'rt dead.

Imo. That headlefs man
I thought had been my lord.

Cym. Bind the offender,

And take him from our prefence.

Bel. Stay, Sir King,

This man is better than the man he flew,

As well defcended as thyfelf ; and hath

More of thee merited, than a band of Cloiens

Had ever fear for.< Let his arms alone;

[To the Guard.

They were not born for bondage.

Cym. Why, old Soldier,

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for,
4 By hafting of our wrath ? how of defcent

As good as we ?

Arv. In that he fpake too far.

Cym. And thou (halt die for't.

Bel. We will die all three,

But I will prove, that two on's are as good
As I'vegiv'n out of him. My fons, I muhV
For my own parr, unfold a dangerous fpeech,

Though, haply, well for you.

Arv. Your danger's ours.

Guid. And our good, his.

Bel. Have at it then, by leave :

Thou had'ft, great King, a fubjeel, who was calPd

Belarius.

Cym. What of him ? a banihYd traitor.

Bel. He it is, that hath

4 By tasting of our <wrath\ ] But how did Belarius

undo or forfeit his merit by tajling or leeling the King's wrath ?

We ihould read,
,

By hast i N G of our <vuratb ?

i. e. by haftening, provoking ; and as fuch a provocation is undu-
tiful, the demerit, confequently, undoes or makes void his former

worth, and all pretenfions to reward.Au Afiiim'd
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AMum'd this age ; indeed, a baniftid man ;

i know not how, a traitor.

Cym. Take him hence,

The whole world fhali not fave him.

Bel. Not too hot

:

Firtt, pay me for the nurfing of thy fons*,

And let it be confifcate all, lo foon

As I've receiv'd it.

Cym. Nurfing of my fons?

Bel. I am too blunt, and faucy ; here's my knee

;

Ere I arife, I will prefer my fons,

Then fpare not the old father. Mighty Sir,

Thefe two young gentlemen, that call me father,

And think they are my fons, are none of mine;

They are the hTue of your loins, my liege,

And blood of your begetting.

Cym. How? my ififue?

Bel. So fure, as you, your father's : I, old Morgan,

Am that Belarius whom you fometime banifh'd

;

Your pleafure was my near offence, my punifliment

Itfelf, and all my treafon : That I fuffer'd,

Was all the harm I did. Thefe gentle Princet

(For fuch and fo they are,) thefe twenty years

Have I train'd up ; fuch arts they have, as I

Could put into them. Sir, my breeding was,

As your Grace knows. Their nurfe Euriphile^

Whom for the theft I wedded, ftole thefe children

Upon my banifhment: I mov'd her to'ti

Having receiv'd the punifliment before,

For That which I did then. Beaten for loyalty,

Excited me to treafon. Their dear lofs,

The more of you 'twas felt, the more it fhap'd

Unto my end of Healing them. But, Sir,

Here are your fons again ; and I muft lofe

Two of the fweet'ft companions in the world.

The benediction of thefe covering heav'ns

Fall on their heads like dew! for they are worthy

T01
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5 To in-lay heav'n with ftars.

Cym. Thou weep'ft, and fpeak'ft :

The fervice, that you three have done, is more
Unlike, than this thou tell'ft. I loft my children—
If thefe be they, I know not how to wifli

A pair of worthier fons.

Bel. Be pleas'd a while

This gentleman, whom I call Paladour,

Mod worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderius:

This gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviragus^

Your younger princely fon ; he, Sir, was lapt

In a mod curious mantle, wrought by th
J

hand
Of his Queen-mother, which, for more probation,

I can with eafe produce.

Cym. Guiderius had

Upon his neck a mole,' a fanguine ftar;

It was a mark of wonder.

Bel. This is he

;

Who hath upon him ftill that natural (lamp :

It was wife Nature's end, in the donation,

To be his evidence now.

Cym. Oh, what am I

A mother to the birth of three ! ne'er mother
Rejoic'd deliverance more 5 bleft may you be,

That, after this ftrange ftarting from your orbs.

You may reign in them now ! oh Imogen,

Thou'ft loft by this a kingdom.

Into. No, my lord

:

I've got two, worlds by't. Oh, my gentle brothers.

Have we thus met ? oh, never fay hereafter,

But I am truefifpeaker. You call'd me brother,

When I was but your fifter: I, you brothers;

When ye were fo, ^indeed,

5 To in-lay heavn with Jiars.'] The thought is in character,

and finely expreffed: It alludes to the cuftom of deifying heroic
men, and convening :hem into liars.

A a 3
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Cym. Did you e'er meet ?

Arv. Ay, my good lord.

Guid. And at firft meeting lov'd ;

Continued fo, until we thought he died.

Cor. By the Queen's dram Ihe fwallow'd.

Cym, O rare in ft i net

!

When mall I hear all through? this fierce abridgment

Hath to it circumftantial branches, which
Diftinction mould be rich in.—Where ? how liv'd you ?

And when came you to ferve our Roman captive ?

How parted with your brothers ? how firft met them ?

Why fled you from the court? and whither?—Thefe,

And your three motives to the battle, with

I know not how much more, mould be demanded ;

And all the other by-dependances

From chance to chance : but not the time, nor place,

Will ferve long interrogatories. See,

Pojihumus anchors upon Imogen j

And me, like harmlefs lightning, throws her eye

On him, her brothers, me, her matter; hitting

Each object with a joy. The counter-change

Is fev'raily in all. Let's quit this ground,

And fmoak the temple with our facrifices.

Thou art my brother ; fo we'll hold thee ever.

[To Belarius.

Imo. You are my father too, and did relieve me,

To fee this gracious feafon!

Cym. All o'er-joy'd,

Save thefe in bonds : let them be joyful too,

For they mall tafte our comfort.

Imo. My good mafter,

I will yet do you fervice.

Luc. Happy be you]

Cym. The forlorn foldier, that fo nobly fought,

He would have well become this place, and grac'd

The thankings of a King.

Pojl. 'Tis I am, Sir,
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The foldier, that did company thefe three,

In poor Befeeming : 'twas a fitment for

The purpofe I then follow'd. That I was he,

Speak, Iachimo, I had you down, and might

Have made your finifh.

'

lach. I am down again :

But now my heavy confeience finks my knee, {Kneels.

And then your force did. Take that life, 'befeech you,

Which I fo often owe: but, your ring firft ;

And here the bracelet of the trueft Princefs,

That ever fwore her faith.

Pqft. Kneel not to me :

The power, that I have on you, is to fpare you :

The malice tow'rds you, to forgive you. Live,

And deal with others better !

Cym. Nobly doom'd :

We'll learn our freenefs of a fon-in-law ;

Pardon's the word to all.

Arv. You help'd us, Sir,

As you did mean, indeed, to be our brother;

Joy'd are we, that you are.

Poft. Yourfervant, Princes. Good my lord ofRome>
Call forth your Soothfoyer. As I fiept, methought,

Great Jupiter', upon his eagle back'd,

Appear'd to me, with other fprightly fhews

Of mine own kindred. When I wak'd, I found

This label on my bofom ; whofe containing

Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that I can

Make no collection of it. Let him (hew

His skill in the conduction.

Luc. Philarmenus,

Sooth. Here, my good Lord.

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning,

[Reads.]

T*7HEN as a lion's whelp pall, to himfelf uubmvH,
without feeking fiud, and be embraced by a piece of

tender air j and when from a ftately cedar Jhall be lopt

A a 4 branches^
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branchesi which, being dead many years,Jhall after revive,

be jointed to the old flock, and frejhly grow ; then [hall

Polthumus end his miferies, Britaine be fortunate, and

flourijh in peace and plenty.

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's whelp °

9

The fit and apt conftru£bion of thy name,
Being Leonatus, doth import fo much

:

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter,

[To Cymbeline.

Which we call Mollis Aer ; and Mollis Aer

We term it Mulier : which Mulier, I divine,

Is this moft conftant wife ; who, even now,
Anfwering the letter of the Oracle,

Unknown to you, unfought, were dipt about

With this mod tender air.

Cym. This has fome feeming.

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline,

Perfonates thee and thy lopt branches point

Thy two fons forth ; who, by Belarius ftoPn,

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd,

To the majeftick cedar join'd ; whofe Ifiue

Promifes Britaine peace and plenty.

Cym. My peace we will begin, and, Cuius Lucius?

Although the victor, we fubrnit to Ccefar,

And to the Roman Empire ; promifing,

To pay our wonted tribute, from the which

We were diffuaded by our wicked Queen

;

On whom heav'n's juftice (both on her, and hers)

Hath laid moft heavy hand.

Sooth. The fingers of the Powers above do tune

The harmony of this peace : the vifion,

Which I made known to Lucius ere the ftroke

Of this yet fcarce-cold battle, at this inftant

Is full accomplifh'd. For the Roman eagle,

From fouth to weft on wing foaring aloft,

LefTen'd herfelf, and in the beams o'th' fun

So vaninYd 5 which fore-fhew'd our princely eagle,

Th'
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Th' imperial C<efary mould again unite

His favour with the radiant Cymbeline^

Which mines here in the weft.

Cym. Laud we the Gods

!

And let the crooked fmoaks climb to their NoftriJs

From our Weft altars! publifh we this Peace

To all our Subjects. Set we forward : let

A Roman and a BritiJJj Enfign wave
Friendly together -

9 fo through Lud's town march:
And in the Temple of great Jupiter

Our Peace we'll rati fie. Seal it with feafts.

Set on, there : Never was a War did ceafe,

Ere bloody hands were wanYd, with fuch a Peace.

[Exeunt omneu

T R O I L U S
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PROLOGUE.
JN Troy, there lies thefcene : from IJles of Greece

The Princes orgillous, their high blood chaf'd,

Have to the Port of Athens fent theirfhips,

Fraught with the minifiers and inftruments

Of cruel war. Sixty and nine, that wore

Their Crownets regal, from th' Athenian bay

Putforth toward Phrygia, and their vow is madt

To ranfack Troy ; within whofeflrong Immures,

The ravifh'd Helen, Menelaus' Queen,

With wanton Paris Jleeps ; and That's the Quarrel.

To Tenedos they come

And the deep-drawing Barks do there difgorge

Their warlikefraughtage. Now on Dardan plains*

Thefrefh, andyet unbruifed, Greeks do pitch

Their brave Pavillions. PriamVfix Gates i'th' City*

(Dardan, WThymbria, Ilia, Scasa, Troian,

And Antenorides,) with mafjy fiaples

And correfponfiue and fulfilling bolts,

1 Sperre up the fins of Troy. >

Now expectation tickling skittijh fpirits

On one and otherfide, Trojan and Greek,

Sets all on hazard. And hither am I come

A Prologue arm'd, {but not in confidence

Of Author's pen, or Aclor's voice *, butfuited

Jn like conditions as our Argument ;)

To tell you, (fair Beholders) that our play

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firftlings of thofe broils*

'Ginning i'th' middle : ftarting thence away,

T7 what may be digefted in a Play.

hike, or findfault,* do, asyour pleafures are ;

Now good, or bad, 'tis but the chance of war.

i Stirre up the fons of Troy—] Vulg. Corre&ed, as in the

text, by Mr. TbeobaU.

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfona*.

p R I A xM, ^
Hector,

Troilus,

Paris,

Deiphobus,

Helenus,

/Eneas,

Pandarus,

Antenor,

y TROJANS

A baftard Son of Priam.

Agamemnon, 1

Achilles,

Ajax,

Menelaus,

Ulyfies,

Neftor,

Diomedes,

Patroclus,

Therfites,

Calchas,

^GREEKS.

Helen, JVife to Menelaus, in Love with Paris.

Andromache, Wife to Hector.

Cafandra, Daughter to Priam, a Propbetefs.

Creflida, Daughter to Calchas, in love r#itb Troilus.

Alexander, Creffida'; Man.

B*ji Page to Troilus.

Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Attendants.

SCENE, Troy i and the Grecian Camp, before it*



^ Troths and Creffida

ACT I. SCENE L

The Palace wTroy,

Enter Pandarus and Troilus.

T R O I L U S.

ALL here my varlet; Pll unarm again.

Why mould I war without the walls of

Troy,

That find fuch cruel battle here within ?

Each Trojan, that is mafter of his heart,

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none.

Pan. Will this geer ne'er be mended ?

Troi. c The Greeks are ftrong, and skilful to their

ftrength,

i Troi/us and CreJJidaJ\ Before this play of Trot /us and

CreJJida, printed in 1609, is a bookfelier's preface, mewing that

firft imprefiion to have been before the play had been acted, and

that it was publilhed without Sbakefpears knowledge, from a

copy that had fall'n into the bookfelier's hands, Mr. Drydex

thinks this one of the firft of our author's plays : but on the con-

trary, it may be judged from the forementioned preface that it

was one of his laft ; and the great number of obfervations both

moral and politick, (with which this piece is crowded more than

any other of his) feems to confirm my opinion. Mr. Pope,

* Fierce
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6 Fierce to their skill, and to their fiercenefs valiant.
1 B it I am weaker than a womanS tear,

« Tamer than deep, * fonder than ignorance

;

« Lefs valiant than the virgin in the night,

* And skill-lcfs as unpradtis'd infancy.

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this : for my
part, I'll not meddle nor make any farther. He, that

will have a cake out of the wheat, muft needs tarry

the grinding.

Trot. Have I not tarried ?

Pan. Ay, the grinding; but you muft tarry the

boulting.

Trot. Have I not tarried ?

Pan. Ay, the boulting but you muft tarry the

leav'ning.

Trot. Still have I tarried.

Pan. Ay, to the leav'ning : but here's yet in the

word hereafter, the kneading, the making of the

cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay^

you muft ftay the cooling too, or you may chance to

burn your lips.

Trot. Patience herfelf, what Goddefs e'er fhe be,

Doth leffer blench at fufferance, than I do.

At Priam's royal table do I fit ;

And when fair Creffid comes into my thoughts,

So, traitor !—when me comes ? when is me thence ?

Pan. Well, fhe look'd yefternight fairer than ever I

faw her look, or any woman elfe.

Trot. I was about to tell thee, when my heart,

As wedged with a figh, would rive in twain,

Left Hettor or my father fhould perceive me
I have (as when the fun doth light a ftorm^

Buried this figh in wrinkle of a fmile

:

But forrow, that is couch'd in feeming gladncfs.

Is like that mirth Fate turns to fudden fadnefs.

^ fonder than ignorance ;] Fender, for more childifli.

Pom
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Pan. An her hair were not fomewhat darker than

Helen's—well, go to, there were no more companion

between the women. But, for my part, me is my
kinfwoman j I would not (as they term it) praife her

—

but I would, fomebody had heard her talk yefterday,

as I did : I will not difpraife your After Cajfandra\

wit, but,-

Trot. O Pandarus! I tell thee, Pandarus

When I do tell thee, there my hopes lye drown'd,

Reply not in how many fathoms deep

They lye indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad
In Creffid's love. Thou anfwer'ft, me is fair ;

Pour'ft in the open ulcer of my heart

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice i

Handled in thy difcourfe O that! her hand !

(In whofe comparifon, all whites are ink

Writing their own reproach) to whofe foft feizure

The cignet's down is harm, 3 and (fpite of fenfe)

Hard as the palm of ploughman. This thou teil'ft me 5

(As, true thou tell'ft me;) when I fay, I love her :

But faying thus, inftead of oil and balm,

Thou lay'ft, in every gam that love hath given me,
The knife that made it.

Pan. I fpeak no more than truth.

Troi. Thou doR not fpeak fo much.

Pan. 'Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Let her be as

me is, if me be fair, 'tis the better for her ; and me
be not, 4 me has the 'mends in her own hands.

Troi. Good Pandarus : how now, Pandarus?

3 and spirit of fenfe

Hard as the palm of ploughman.—] Read, and (spite of

fenfe) in a parenthefts. The meaning is, tho' our fenfes contra-

dict it never fo much, yet the cignet 's do-iun is not only harlh,

when compared to the foftnefs of Creffid's hand, but hard as tbs

hand of ploughman. Spite, I fuppoie, was firit corrupted to

fprite, and from thence -dvofe fpirit.

4. jhe has the ''mends in her o<v:n hands. ] if. e. fhe may paint

and mend her complexion.

... Vol. VII. B b Par,.
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Pan.. I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought

on of her, and ill thought on of you : gone between and
between, but Imall thanks for my labour.

Troi. What, art thou angry, Pandarus? what, with
me ?

Pr.iL Becaufe me is kin to me, therefore fhe's not

fo fair as Helen-, and me were not kin to me, me
would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday. But
what care 1 ? 1 care not, an me were a black- a-moor ;

'tis all one to me.

Troi, Say I, fhe is not fair ?

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's a

fool to (lay behind her father ; Jet her to the Greeksy
and fo Fll tell her the next time I fee her : for my
part, I'll meddle nor make no more i'th* matter.

Troi. Pandarus)

Pah. Not I.

Troi. Sweet Pandarus,

Pan. Pray you, (peak no more to me ; I will leave

all as I found it, and there's an end, [Exit Pandarus.

[Sound Alarum.

Troi. Peace, you ungracious clamours ! peace, rude

founds!

Fools on both fides.---Helen mud needs be fair,

When with your blood you daily paint her thus.

I cannot fight upon this argument,

It is too ftarv'd a fubjecl; for my fword :

But Pandarus O Gods! how do you plague me!
I cannon come to CreJJid, but by Pandar ;

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to wooe,

As fhe h; (tubborn-chafl: againft all fute.

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love,

WhatGr^fe/is, what Pandar, and what we:
Her bed is India, there fhe lyes, a pearl

:

Between our Iliumy and where me refides,

Let it be call'd the wild and wandering flood ;

Our
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Our felf the merchant, and this failing Pandar,

Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark.

S C E N E II.

[Alarumr\ Enter iEneas.

jEns. How now, Prince Troilus? wherefore not

i'th' field ?

Trot. Becaufe not there ; this woman's anfwer forts,

For womanifh it is to be from thence :

What news, JEneas, from the field to day ?

JEne. That Paris is returned home, and hurt.

Trot. By whom, JEneas ?

JEne. Troths * by Menelaus.

Trot. Let Paris bleed, 'tis but a fear to fcorn :

Paris is gor'd with Menelaus* horn. [Alarum.

JEne. Hark, what good fport is out of town to day ?

Trot. Better at home, if would I might, were may—
But to the fport abroad are you bound thither ?

JEne. In all fwift hafte.

Troi. Come, go we then together. [.Exeunt*

SCENE III.

Changes to a publick Street, near the Walls

. °f Troy.

Enter Creffida, and her Servant,

Cre.XTJ H O were thefe went by?
\ V Ser. Qjeen Hecuba and Helen.

Cre. And whither go they ?

Serv. Up to th' eaftern tower,

Whofe height commands as fubjeel all the vale,

To fee the fight.
6 Heftor, whofe patience

Is,

6 Heftor, whofe patience

Is, as a Virtus. fix*d9 ] Patience fure was a virtue,

B b z and
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Is, as the Virtue, fix'd, to day was mov'd :

He chid Andromache, and ftruck his armorer ;

And like as there were husbandry in war,

7 Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft light,

And to the field goes he ; where ev'ry flower

Did as a prophet weep what it forefaw,

In Heeler's wrath.

Cre. What was his caufe of anger?

Ser. The noife goes thus There is among the Greeks

and therefore cannot, in propriety of expreilion, be faid to be like

one. We lhould read,

Is as the Virtue fix'd.

i. e. his patience is as fixed as the Goddefs Patience itfeif. So we
find Troilus a little before faying,

Patience herfelf what Goddefs ere Jhe he.

Doth lefifer blench atfufiferance than 1 do.

*t is remarkable thzt Drydcn when he alter'd this play, and found

this falfe reading, alter'd it with judgment to,

' nvbofe patience

Is fix'd like that of He*<v'n.

which he would not have done had he feen the right reading

here given, where his thought is fo much better and nobler

expreffed.

7 Before the Sun rofe, he was harnefi light,] Does the poet

mean (fays Mr. Theobald) that Heftor hadput on light armour ?

mean ! what elfe could he mean ? He goes to fight on foot ; and
was not that the armour for his purpofe. So Fairfax in Tajfos

Jerufalem,

The ether Princes put on harnefs light
As footmen ufe

Yet, as if this had been the higheft abfurdity, he gees on, Or does

he mean that Hector was fprightly in his arms even before fun-

rije ? or is a conundrum ai?)id at, in Sun rofe and harnefi light ?

Was any thing like it ? but to get out of this perplexity, he tells

Us that a very flight alteration makes all thefe conftruclions un-

necessary, and fo changes it to harnefs-dight. Yet indeed the

vt?;y (lighten alteration will at any time let the poet's fenfe thro*

the critic's fingers: And the Oxford Editor very contentedly

takes up with what is left behind, and reads harnefs- dight too, in

order, as Mr. Theobald well exprefles it, To make all confiruclion

unnecejfary.

A
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A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hetlor^

They call him Jjax.

Cre. Good -

9 and what of him ?

Ser. They fay, he is a very man per fe, and (lands

alone.

Otf. So do all men, unlefs they are drunk, fick, or

ha/e no legs.

Ser. This man, lady, hath robb'd many beads of

ttifeir particular additions; he is as valiant as the lyon,

churlilh as the bear, flow as the elephant ; a man
into whom Nature hath fo crouded humours, s

that

his valour is crufted into folly, his folly fauced with

difcretion : there is no man hath a virtue, that he has

not a glimpfe of ; nor any man an attaint, but he

carries fome ftain of it. He is melancholy without

caufe, and merry againft the hair; he hath the joints

of every thing, but every thing fo out of joint, that

he is a gouty Briareusy many hands and no ufe ; or

purblind Argus^ all eyes and no fight.

Cre. But how fhould this man, that makes me
fmile, make Heclor angry ?

Ser. They fay, he yefterday cop'd HeEior in the

battle and ltruck him down, the difdain and fhame

whereof hath ever fince kept UeEfor fading and

waking.

S that his valour is CRUSH T into folly, his folly fauced uoith

difcretion .] Valour crujht into folly is nonfenfe ; but it is of the

fir ft editor's making ; who feeing crouded go before, concluded

that crujht (which is oft indeed the coniequence) mult, needs fol-

low. He did not obferve that the poet here employs a Kitchen-

metaphor, which would have led him to the true reading, His

valour is crusted into folly, his folly fauced with difcretion.

Thus is Jjax dirtied up by the poet. The expreflion is humourous.

His temper is reprefented as fo hot that his valour becomes over-

baked, and fo is crufted or hardened into folly or temerity : yet

the hardnefs of his folly is fauced or foftencd with difcretion, and
fo made palatable.

B b x S C E N E
t
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SCENE W.
Enter Pandarus.

Cre. Who comes here ?

Ser. Madam, your uncle Pandarus.

Cre. Heclor's a gallant man.

Ser. As may be in the world, lady.

Pan. What's that? what's that ?

Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus.

Pan. Good morrow, coufin Crejjld ; what do you

talk of? 9 Good morrow, Alexander >
— how do you,

coufm? when were you at Ilium?

Cre. This morning, uncle.

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came?
was Hector arm'd and gone, ere you came to Ilium ?

Helen was not up ? was fhe ?

Cre. Heeler was gonej but Helen was not up.

Pan. E'en fo ; Hector was ftirring early.

Cre. That were we talking of, and of his anger.

Pan. Was he angry ?

Cre. So he fays, here.

Pan. True, he was fo ; I know the caufe too : he'll

lay about him to day, I can tell them that ; and there's

Troilus will not come far behind him, let them take

heed cf Troilus j I can tell them that too.

Cre. What is he angry too ?

Pan. Who, Troilus?—Troilus is the better man of

the two.

Cre. Oh, Jupiter! there's no comparifon.

Pan . What, not between Troilus and Heclor ? do

you know a man, if you fee him ?

Cre. Ay, if I ever faw him before, and knew him.

Pan. Well, I fay, Troilus is Troilus.

Cre. Then you fay, as I fay j for, I am fure, he

is not Heclor.

9 Good morrow; Alexander ;] TYh is added in all the editions

very abfurdlv, Peris pot being on the frage. Mr. Pipe.

Pan.
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Pan. No, nor Heftor is not Troilus, in fome degrees.

C/v. 'Tis juft to each of them, he is himfelf.

Pan. Himfclr"? alas, poor Troilus! I 'would, he were.

Cre. So he is.

Pan. 'Condition, I had gore bare-foot to India.

Cre. He is not Hcftor.

Pan. Himfelf? no, he's not himfelf; 'would, he

were himfelf! well, the Gods are above ; time mult

friend, or end j well, Troilus ,
well, I would, my

heart were in her body! no, Hector is not a better

man than Troilus.

Cre. Excufe me.

Pan. He is elder.

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me.

Pan. Th' other's not come to't ; you (hall tell me
another tale, when th' other's come to'c : HeftorfhaH

not have his wit this year.

Cre. He (hall not need it, if he have his own.

Pan. Nor his Qualities.

Cre. No matter.

Pan. Nor his beauty.

Cre. 'Twould not become him, his own's better.

Pan. You have no judgment, Neices Helen herfelf

fwore th' other day, that Troilus for a brown favour,

(for fo 'tis, I muft confefs) not brown neither

—

Cre. No, but brown.

Pan. Faith, to fay truth, brown and not brown.

Cre. To fay the truth, true and not true.

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris.

Cre. Why, Paris hath colour enough.

Pan. So he has.

Cre. Then Troilus fhould have too much ; if (he

prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than his;

he having colour enough, and the other higher, is

too flaming a praife for a good complexion. I had as

lieve Helen's golden tongue had commended Troilus

for a copper nofe.

B b 4 Pan,
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Van. I fvvear to you, I think, Helen loves him
better than Paris.

Cre. Then Ihe's a merry Greek, indeed/

Pan. Nay, I am fure, fhe does. She came to him
th' other day into the compafs-window ; and, you
know, he has not pari three or four hairs on his chin.

Ore. Indeed, a tapfter'sarithmetick may foon bring

his particulars therein to a total.

Pan. Why, he is very young ; and yet will he

within three pound lift as much as his brother

Heftor.

Cre. Is he fo young a man, and fo old a lifter ?—
Pan. But to prove to you that Helen loves him, fhe

came and puts me her white hand to his cloven chin.

Cre. Juno, have mercy ! how came it cloven ?

Pan. Why, you know, 'tis dimpled. I think, his

fmiling becomes him better, than any man in all

Phrygia.

Cre. Oh, he fmiles valiantly.

Pan. Does he not ?

Cre. O yes, an 'twere a cloud in autumn.

Pan. Why, go to then—but to prove to you that

Helen loves 'Troilus.

Cre. Troilus will (land to the proof, if you'll prove

it fo.

Pan. Troilus ? why, he efleems her no more than I

efteem an addle egg.

Cre. If you love an addle egg, as well as you love

an idle head, you would eat chickens i'th' fhell.

Pan. I cannot chufe but laugh to think how Die

tickled his chin -

y indeed, fhe has a marvellous white

hand, I mud needs confefs.

Cre. Without the Rack.

Pan. And fhe takes upon her to fpy a white hair

on his chin.

Cre. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer.

Pan.
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Pan. But there was fuch laughing, Que^n Hecuba

laught, that her eyes run o'er.

Cre. With milftones.

Pan. And Caffandra laught.

Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the pot

of her eyes ; did her eyes run o'er too ?

Pan. And Heclor laught.

Cre. At what was all this laughing ?

Pan. Marry, at the white hair that Helen fpied on
Troilus's chin.

Cre. An't had been a green hair, I fhould have

laught too.

Pan. They laught not fo much at the hair, as at his

pretty anfwer.

Cre. What was his anfwer ?

Pan. Quoth lhe, here's but one and fifty hairs on
your chin, and one of them is white.

Cre. This is her queftion.

Pan. That's true, take no queftion of that: cne

and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white; thac white

hair is my father, and all the reft are his Ions. Jupiter I

quoth {he, which of thefe hairs is Paris, my husband?

the forked one, quoth he, pluck it cut and give it him :

but there was fuch laughing, and Helen fo blufh'd, and

Paris fo chaf 'd, and all the reft fo laught, that it paft.

Cre. So let it now, for it has been a great while

going by.

Pan. Well, coufin, I told you a thing Yefterday j

think on't.

Cre. So I do.

Pan. I'll befworn, 'tis true ; he will weep you, an

''twere a man born in April. [Sound a retreat.

Cre. And I'll fpring up in his tears, an 'twere a

nettle againft May.
Pan. Hark, they are coming from the field ; ftiall

we ftand up here, and fee them, as they pafs towards

Iliiitn ? good ncice, do -

3 fweet neice CreJJida.

Cre t
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Cre. At your pleafure.

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place, here we

may fee moft bravely ; I'll tell you them all by their

names as they pafs by; but mark Troilus above the

reft.
- jEneas pajfes over the ftage.

Cre. Speak not fo loud.

Pan. That's Mneas \ is not that a brave man ? he's

one of the flowers of Troy, I can tell you ; but mark

Troilus^ you mall fee anon.

Cre. Who's that ?

Antenor pajfes over the ftage.

Pan. That's Antenor, he has a fhrewd wit, I can tell

you, and he's a man good enough he's oneo'th' found-

eft judgment in Troy whofoever, and a proper man of

perfon ; when comes Troilus ? I'll mew you Troilus

anon ; if he fee me, you mall fee him nod at me.

Cre. Will he give you the nod ?

Pan. You mall fee.

Cre. If he do, 1 the mich mail have more.

Hector pajfes over.

Pan. That's Hettor, that, that, look you, that:

there's a fellow ! go thy way, Hettor ; there's a brave

man, neice: O brave Heftor! look how he looks!

there's a countenance! is't not a brave man ?

Cre. O brave man

!

i _ the rich jhallhawe more.'] To give one the nod, was

a phrafe fignifying to give one a mark of folly. The reply turns

upon this lenfe alluding to the expreflion give, and mould be read

thus,

The mick foall have more.

\. c. muck. He that has much folly already (hall then have more.

This was a proverbial fpeech, implying that benefits fall upon the

rich. The Oxford Editor alters it to,

The reft Jkall have pent.

Pcun
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Pan. Is he not ? It does a man's heart good,——
look you, what hacks are on his helmet, look you
yonder, do you fee? look you there! there's nojeft-.

ing; there's laying on, take't off who will, as they

fay, there be hacks.

Cre. Be thofe with fvvords ?

Paris paffes over.

Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, an the devil

come to him, it's all one; by godflid, it does one's

heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes
Paris : look ye yonder, neice, is't not a gallant man
too, is't not ? why, this is brave now : who faid, he

came home hurt to day ? he's not hurt ; why, this

will do Helen's heart good now, ha ? 'would, I could

fee Troilus now ; you mall fee Troilus anon.

Cre. Who's that?

Helenus pajfes over.

Pan. That's Helenus. I marvel, where Troilus is

:

that's Helenus— I think, he went not forth to day,

that's Helenus.

Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle ?

Pan. Helenus, no—yes, hell fight indifferent well

—

I marvel, where Troilus is? hark, do you not hear the

people cry Troilus? Helenus is a prieft.

Cre. What fneaking fellow comes yonder ?

Troilus paffes ever.

Pan. Where! yonder? that's Deipbcbus. 'Tis

Troilus! there's a man, neice—hem—brave Troilus!

the prince of chivalry !

Cre. Peace, for fhame, peace,

Pan. Mark him, note him : O brave Troilus! look

well upon him, neice, look you how his fword is

bloodied, and his helm more hack'd than He8orJ
s%

and how he looks, and how he goes! O admirable

youth / he ne'er faw three and twenty. Go thy way,

Tmks9
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Troilus, go thy way ; had I a filler were a Grace, or

a daughter a Goddefs, he ihould take his choice. O
admirable man ! Paris ?—Paris is dirt to him, and,

I warranty Helen to change would give money to

boot.

Enter common Soldiers.

Cre. Here come more.

Pan. Afles, fools, dolts, chaff and bran, chaff and

bran porridge after meat. I could Jive and dye i'th*

eyes of Troilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look ; the eagles

are gone ; crows and daws, crov/s and daws. I had

rather be fuch a man as Troilus, than Agamemnon and

all Greece.

Cre. There is among the Greeks Achilles , a better

man than Troilus.

, Pan. Achilles ? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel.

Cre. Well, well.

Pan. Well, well—why, have you any difcretion?

have you any eyes ? do you know, what a man is ? is

not birth, beauty, good fhapc, difcourfe, manhood,
learning, gentlenefs, virtue, youth, liberality, and fo

forth, the fpice and fait, that feafons a man ?

Cre. Ay, a minc'd man ; and then to be bak'd with

no date in the pye, for then the man's date is out.

—

Pan. You are fuch another woman, one knows not

at what ward you lye,

Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon my
wit to defend my wiles ; upon my fecrefie, to defend

mine honefty ; my mask to defend my beauty, and

you to defend all thefe *, and at ail theie wards I lye,

at a thoufand watches.

Pan. Say one of your watches.

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one of

the chiefeft of them too > If I cannot ward what I

would not have hit, I can watch you for telling how
\ I took the blow ; unlefs it fwell paft hiding, and then

it is paft watching.
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Pan. You are fuch another.

Enter Boy,

Boy. Sir, my lord would inftantly fpeak with you.

Pan, Where?
Boy,

4 At your own houfe, there he unarms him.

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come ; I doubt, he be

hurt. Fare ye well, good neice.

Cre. Adieu, uncle.

Pan. 1*11 be with you, neice, by and by.

Cre. To bring, uncle—
Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus.

Cre. By the fame token, you are a bawd. [Exit Pan.

Words, vows, gifts, tears, and love's full facrifice,

He offers in another's enterprize

:

But more in Troilus thoufand-fold I fee,

Than in the glafs of Pandar's praife may be ;

Yet hold 1 off. Women are angels, wooing

;

Things won are done ; the foul's joy lyes in doing :

That She belov'd knows nought, that knows not this ^

Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is.

That She was never yet, that ever knew
Love got, fo fweet, as when Defire did fue :

Atchievcment is Command ; ungain'd, befeech.

Therefore this maxim out of love I teach ;

That though 3 my heart's content firm love doth bear,

Nothing of That (hall from mine eyes appear. [Exit.

2 At your own houfe , there he unarms him."] Thefe neceffary

words added from the quarto edition. Mr, Pope.

3 my hearfs content] Content, for capacity.

SCENE
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SCENE V.

Changes to Agamemnon'* Tent in the Grecian

Camp.

trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyfles,

Diomedes, Menelaus, with others.

^w.pRINCES,
JL What grief hath fet thejaundice on your

cheeks ?

The ample propofition, that hope makes

In all defigns begun on earth below,

Fails in the promis'd largenefs : Checks and difafters

Grow in the veins of (actions higheft rear'd ;

As knots by the conflux of meeting fap

Infect the found pine, and divert his grain

Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth.

Nor, Princes, is it matter new to us,

That we come fhort of our Suppofe fo far,!

That after fev'n years' fiege, yet fr^y-walls ftand:

Sith every a&ion that hath gone before,

Whereof we have record, tryal did draw
Bias and thwart; not anfwering the aim,

And that unbodied figure of the thought

That gave't furmifed fiiape. Why then, you Princes,

Do you with cheeks abafh'd behold our Works ?

And think them fhame, which are, indeed, nought elfe

But the protractive tryals of great Jove^

To find perfiftive conftancy in men?
The finenefs of which metal is not found

In fortune's love; for then, the bold and coward^

The wife and fool, the artift and unread,

The hard and foft, feem all affin'd, and kin ;

But in the wind and temped of her frown,

Diftinction with a broad and powerful fan,

Puffing
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Puffing at all, winnows the light away ;

And what hath mafe, or matter by itfelf,

Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled.

Neft. With due obfervance of thy goodly Seat,

Great Agamemnon^ 4 Nejlor mall fupply

Thy Jatelt words. In the reproof of Chance
Lies the true proof of men : the Sea being fmooth.

How many mallow bauble boats dare fail

Upon her patient breaft, making their way
With thofe of nobler bulk?

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage

The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold,

4 Neftor y#W/ apply
Thy latejl words. ] What were thefe lateft words? A

common-place obfervaticn, illuftrated by a particular image, that

oppojition and ad-verjity were ufeful to try and dijlingiiifb between
the <valiant man and the coward, the wife man and thefool. The
application of this was to the Greeks ; who had remained long

unfuccefsful before Troy, but might make a good ufe of their

misfortunes by learning patience and perfeverance. Now Neflor

promifes that he will make this application ; but we find nothing

like it. He only repeats Agamemnon's general observation, and
illullrates it by another image; from whence it appears, that

Shakefpear wrote,

NeftoryW/ supply
Thy latejl words.

And it mull be owned, the poet never wrote any thing more in

character. Nefor, a talkative old man, was glad to catch at this

common place, as it would furniih him with much matter for

prate. And, therefore, on pretence that Agamemnon had not been

full enough upon it, he begs leave to fupply the topic with fome
diverfified flourifnes of his own. And what could be more natu-

ral than for a wordy old man to call the repetition of the fame

thought, a fupplial. We may obferve further, that according

to this reading the introductory apology,

With due obfervance of thy goodly Seat,

is very proper : it being a kind of infmuation, to the prejudice of

Agamemnon's facundity, that Nefor was forced tofupply his fpeech,

W hereas had the true reading been apply, the apology had been

impertinent : for in fuch a cafe we mult have fuppofed, this was

a preconcerted divifion of the argument between the two orators.

The
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The drong-ribb'd Bark through liquid mountains cuts

Bounding between the two moid elements,

Like Perfeus
9
horfe : Where's then the fawcy boat,

Whofe weak untimber'd fides but even now
Co-rival'd Greatnefs ? or to harbour fled,

Or made a toad for Neptune. Even lb

Doth valour's fhew and valour's worth divide

In dorms of fortune. For in her ray and brightnefs,

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize

Than by the tyger : but when fplitting winds

Make flexible the knees of knotted oaks,

And flies get under made 5 the thing of courage

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize ;

And, with an accent tun'd in felf-fame key,
6 Returns to chiding fortune.

UlyJJ. Agamemnon,

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece,

Heart of our numbers, foul, and only fpirit,

In whom the tempers and the minds of all

Should be fhut up: hear, vrh&tUlyftes fpeaks.

Befides th' applaufe and approbation

The which, mod mighty for thy place and fway,

[To Agamemnon.
And thou, mod rev'rend for thy dretcht-out life,

[To Nedor.

I give to both your fpeeches ; which were luch,

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece

Should hold up high in brafs ; and fuch again,

As venerable weftor (hatch'd in filver)

Should with a bond of air, drong as the axle-tree

On which heav'n rides, knit all the Grecians* ears

To his experiene'd tongue: yet let it pleafe both

5 The thing of courage,~] It is faid of the tiger, that in

ftorms and high winds he rages and roars moil furioufly. Ox-
ford Editor.

6 Returns to chiding /<?r/tf*?.] /. e. replies avcrfefy to adverie

fortune.

Thou
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(Thou great, and wife) to hear Ulyjjks fpeak.

Aga. Speak, Prince of Ithaca: we lefs expect,

That matter needlefs, of importlefs hurthen,

Divide thy lips than we are confident,

When rank Therfites opes his maftifT jaws,

We fhall hear mufic, wit, and oracle.

Ulyff. Troy, yet upon her bafis, had been down,
And the great Hetfor's fword had lack'd a mailer,

But for theie inftances.

The fpeciality of Rule hath been neglected

;

And, look, how many Grecian Tents do (land

Hollow upon this Plain, fo many hollow factions,

7 When that the General not likes the hive,

To whom the Foragers mall all repair,

What honey is expected ? degree being vizarded,

Th' unworthieft (hews as fairly in the mask.
s The heavens themfelves, the planets, and this center,

Obferve degree, priority and place.

Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon, form,

Oince and cuftom, in all line of order :

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol

7 When that the General is not like the hive,'} The image
is takenfrom the government of bees. Bat what are we to under-

iland by this line ? either it has no meaning, or a meaning con-

trary to the drift of the fpeaker. For either it fignifie?, that the

General and the hi've are not of the fame degree orfpecies, wheu
ss the fpeaker's complaint is, that the hive acts fo perverfely as

to dellroy all difference of degree between them and ttie Genera! :

or it muft fignify, that the General has private cuds and interefs

difiinftfrom that of the hi've ; which defeats the very end of the

fpeaker; whole purpole is to Jtiftify the General, and expoie the

difebedience of the hive. We fhould certainly then read,

When that the Genera! not likes the hive :

i. £. when the foldiers like not, and refafe to pay due obedience

to their General: This being the very cafe he would defcribe,

and Ihew the mifchiefs of.

8 The heavens themfelves, the plants, anJthls' Centre,] i.e.

the centre of the earth; which, according to the Ptwhmaic Syftcm.

then in vogue, is the centre of the Solar Syltem.

Vol. VII. C c
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In noble eminence enthron'd and fpher'd

Amidft the red, whofe med'cinable eye

Corrects the ill afpects of planets evil,

And polls like the commandment of a King,
Sans check, ro good and bad. 9 But when the Planets

In evil mixture to diforder wander,

What plagues, and what portents, what mutiny ?

What raging of the Sea ? making of earth ?

Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, horrors,

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate

The unity and married calm of ftates

Quite from their fixure? Oh, when degree is fliaken,

(Which is the ladder to all high defigns)

The enterprize is fick. How could communities,

Degrees in fchools, and brotherhoods in cities,

Peaceful commerce from dividable mores,

The primogeniture, and due of birth,

Prerogative of age, crowns, fcepters, lawrels,

(But by degree) (rand in authentick place?

Take but degree away, untune that firing,

And hark what difcord follows j each thing meets

In meer oppugnancy. The bounded waters

Would lift their bofoms higher than the mores,

And make a fop of all this folid Globe

:

Strength would be lord of imbecillity,

And the rude fon would flrike his father dead :

* Force would be Right ; or rather, x Right and
4 Wrong

* (Between whole endlefsjar Juftice prefides)

< Would
2 ——_ £ut <wben the Planets

*

In evil mixture to diforder wander, &c. ] By Planet

s

Shake/pear here means Comets, which by fome were fuppofed to

be excentrical planets. The evil effects here recapitulated were
thofe which fuperltition gave to the appearance of Comets.

j Right and Wrong
{Between whofe endlefsjarjujlice resides)
Would lofe their names,—] The Editor, Mr.Theobald,

thinks
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4 Would lofe their names, and fo would Juftice too.
* Then every thing includes itfelf in pow er,

* Power into will, will into appetite ;

c And appetite (an univcrfal wolf,
4 So doubly feconded with will and power)
' Muft make perforce an univerfal prey,

And lad eat up itfelf. Great Agamemnon}
This Chaos, when degree is fuffocate.

Follows the choaking

:

And this neglection of degree is it,

thinks that the fecond line is no had comment uion what Horace
has/aid on this fubjec?

;

funt certi den
i
que fines,

£hios ultra citraque ncquit confijlcre refium.

But if it be a comment on the Latin poet, it is certainly the worfl

that ever was made. Horace fays, with extreme good fenfe, that

there are certain bounds beyond which, and fbort of which, juftice

cr Right cannot exift. The meaning is, becaufe if it beJhort of
thofe bounds, wrong prevails ; if it goes beyond, Jufiice tyran*

nifes ; according to the common proverb of Summum jus fumma
injuria, Shake/pear fays, that Juftice refides between the endlefs

jar of right and wrong. Here the two extremes, between which
Juftice refides, are right and wrong ; in Horace the two
extremes, between which Juftice refides, are both wrong. A very
pretty comment this truly, which puts the change upon us ; and
inftead of explaining a good thought of Horace, gives us a non-
fenfical one of its. own. For to fay the tru^h, this is not only no
comment on Horace, but no true reading of Shakefpear. Juftice

is here reprefented as moderating between Right and Wrong, and

acting the over-complaifant and ridiculous part of Don /tdriano

de Annado in Lane's Labour s Lojl, who is called, with inimitable

humour,

A man of Compliments, whom Right and Wrong
Have chofe as Umpire of their Matin) .

This is the exact office of Juftice in the prefent reading : But we
are not to think that Shake/pear in a ferious fpeech would drefs

her up in the garb of his fantaftic Spaniard. We mull rather

conclude that he wrote,

Between whofe endlefsjar Juftice presides ;

i. e. always determines the comroverfy in favour of Right ; and

thus juftice is properly chara&erifed without the author's ever

dreaming of commenting Horace.

Cca That
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That by a pace goes backward, in a purpofe

It hath to climb. The General's difdain'd

By him one ftep below ; he, by the next

;

That nexr, by him beneath : To every ftep,

Exampled by the firft pace that is Tick

Of his Superior, grows to an envious feaver

Of pale and bloodlefs emulation.

And 'tis this feaver that keeps Troy on foot,

Not her own fmews. To end a Tale of length,

Troy in our weaknefs lives, not in her ftrength.

Nejt. Moft wifely hath Ulyjfes here difcover'd

The feaver, whereof all our power is Tick.

Aga. The nature of the ficknefs found, Ulyjfes^

What is the remedy?

Ulyjf.
14 The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns

" The finew and the fore-hand of our Hoft,
" Having his ear full of his airy fame,
" Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent
<c Lies mocking ourdefigns. With him, Palroclus,

" Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day
4 4 Breaks fcurril jells

;

44 And with ridiculous and aukward action
44 (Which, flanderer, he imitation calls)

46 He pageants ns. Sometimes, great Agamemnon^
44 1 Thy ftoplefs Deputation he puts on
44 And, like a ftrutting Player, (whofe conceit

Lies in his ham-firing, and doth think it rich

** To hear the wooden dialogue and found
44 'Twixt his ftretch'd footing and the fcaffoldage)
44 Such to-be-pitied and o'er-wrefted Seeming
44 He ads thy Greatnefs in : and when he fpeaks,
44 'Tis like a chime a mending : with terms unfquar'd :

t4 Which, from the tongue of roaring Typhon dropt,

2 Thy to ft. ess deputation ] I don't know what can be

meant by toplefs, but the contrary to what the fpeaker would
infmuate. I iuipcel the poet wrote stof less, i.e. unlimited ;

which was the cafe.

« Would
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" Would feem hyperboles. At this fufty fluff

«* The large Achilles', on his preit-bed lolling,

16 From his deep cheft laughs out a lo'jd ap^laute:

" Cries—excellent!
—

'tis Agamemnon jult
'

" Now play mzNefior—hum, and (Iroke thy beard*

" As he, being 'dreft to fome oration.

" That's done—as near as the extremeft ends

" Or" parallels; as like, as Vulcan and his wire:

Yet o;ood Achilles dill cries, excellent!

a 'Tis Nefior right ! now play him me, Patroclus
%

" Arming toaniwer in a night-alarm :

<c And then, forfooth, the faint defects of age
" Mull: be the fcene of mirth, to cough and fpit,

" And with a pal fie fumbling on his gorget,

Shake in and out the rivet and at this fport,

Sir Valour dies; cries O!—enough, Pairoclus >

Or give me ribs of fleel, I fhall fplit all

In pleafure of my fpleen. And, in this fafhion,

3 All our abilities, gifts, natures, fhapes,

3 All our abilities, gifts, natures, fbapes,

Severals and generals of grace exact,
Atchie<vements, plots &c] The meaning is this, All our

good qualities, federals and generals ofgrace; i.e. whether they

be federal and belong to particular men, as prudence to Ulyjfej,

experience to Nejlor, magnanimity to Agamemnon, valour to

Ajax, &c. or whether they be general and belonging to the

Greek nations in general, as valour, poiifhed manners, C5V. all

thefe good qualities, together with our atcbievements, phis, or-

ders, &c. are all turned into ridicule by the buffoonery of Achilles

and Patroclus. This is the fenfe : but what then is the meaning of

grace exafl ? no other can be made of ic, than that Achilles arid

Patroclus exaclly mimic all our qualities and aSlions. But the

fpeaker thought very differently of their buffoonery : the imita-

tion, he fays, being as unlike the original as Vulcan to his *wjfe.

The fault lies here ; exacl fhould be exaSls ; and belongs to the

fecond divifion, namely the enumeration of the a&fons ; and

iliould be read thus

;

Ail our abilities, gifts, natures, fiapes

SeveraIs and get:er:ils of grace ; ex ACTS,

Atchie<vements, plots, Sec.

i. e. exa£Ime?:tst
publick taxes, and contributions for carrying on

the war.

Cc 3 Several
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Severals and generals of grace ; exacts,

Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions,

Excitements to the field, or fpeech for truce,

Succefs or lofs, what is, or is not, ferves

As (tuff for thefe two to make paradoxes.

Neft. And in the imitation of thefe twain,

(Whom, as Ulyffes fays, opinion crowns

With an imperial voice) many are infect

:

jfjax is grown felf-wiU'd, and bears his head

In fuch a rein, in full as proud a pace,

As broad Achilles \ and keeps his tent like him ;

Makes factious feafts, rails on our Mate of war,

Bold as an Oracle ; and fets Therfttes

(A flave, whofe gall coins (landers like a mint)

To match us in comparifons with dirt 5

To weaken and difcredit our expofure,

How hard foever rounded in with danger.

Ulyjf. They tax our policy, and call it cowardife,

Count wifdom as no member of the war ;

Fore-ftall our prefcience, and efteem no Act
But that of hand :

' The ftill and mental parts,

* That do contrive how many hands Ihall ftrike,

« When fitnefs call them on, and know by meafure
* Of their obfervant toil the enemies' weight \

c Why, this hath not a finger's dignity ;

* They call this bed-work Mapp'ry, clofet war :

c So that the ram, that batters down the wall,

* For the great fwing and rudenefs of his poize,
4 They place before his hand that made the engine ;

* Or thofe, that with the finenefs of their fouls

* By reafon guide his execution.

Neft. Let this be granted, and Achilles
9
horfe

Makes many Thetis
9
fons. [Tucket founds.

Aga. What trumpet? look, Menelaus.

Men. From Troy.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Enter iEneas.

Aga. What would you 'fore our cent ?

ALne, Is this great Agamemnon's tenr, I pray you ?

Aga. Even this.

JEne. May one, that is a Herald and a Prince,

Do a fair mefTage to his kingly ears ?

Aga. With furety ftronger than Achilles
9 arm,

'Fore all the Greeki/h heads, which with one voice

Call Agamemnon Head and General.

AZne. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may
A Granger to thofe molt imperial looks

Know them from eyes of other mortals?

Aga. How?
ALne. I ask, that I might waken Reverence,

And bid the cheek be ready with a blufh

Modeft as morning, when ihe coldly eyes

The youthful Phabus

:

Which is that God in office, guiding men?
Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon ?

Aga. This Trojan fcorns us, or the men of Troy

Are ceremonious courtiers.

Mne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd,

As bending Angels ; that's their fame in peace

:

But when they would feem foldiers, they have gall^

Good arms, ftrong joints, true 1words; and, (Jove's

Accord,)

Nothing fo jfull of heart. But peace, Mneas ;

Peace, Trojan •, lay thy finger on thy lips

;

The worthinels of praife diftains his worth,

If he, that's prais'd, himfelf bring the praife forth

:

What the repining enemy commends,
That breath Fame blows, that praife fole pure tran-

fcends.

Aga, Sir, you of Troy, call you yOurfelf jEneas ?

Cc 4 Mne
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•ALnet Ay, Greek, that is my name,T33w:xi ys\

Aga. What's your affair, I pray you?

JBne. Sir, pardon 'tis for Agamemnon's ears.

jga. He hears nought privately that comes from
Troy.

JEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whifper him ;

I bring a trumpet to awake his Ear,

To fet his fenfe on the attentive bent,

And then to fpeak.

Aga. Speak frankly as the wind,

It is not Agamemnon's fleeping hour

;

That thou fhak know, Trojan, he is awake,
He tells thee fo himfeif.

yEne. Trumpet, blow loud

:

Send thy brafs voice thro* all thefe lazy tents;

And every Greek of mettle, let him know
What Troy means fairly, mall be fpoke aloud.

[The trumpets found,

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy

A Prince call'd Heftor (Priam is his father)

Who in this dull and long-continu'd truce

Is rufty grown ; he bid me take a trumpet,

And to this purpofe fpeak : Kings, Princes, Lords,

If there be one amongft the fair'il of Greece,

That holds his honour higher than his eafe,

That feeks his praife more than he fears his peril*

That knows his valour and knows not his fear,

That loves his miftrefs 4 more than in confefTion,

( With truant vows to her own lips, he loves,)

And dare avow her beauty and her worth

In other arms than hers : to him this Challenge.

Heeler, in view of Trojans and of Greeks

\

Shall make it good, (or do his beft to do it)

He hath a lady, wifer, fairer, truer,

Than ever Greek did compafs in his arms;

And will to morrow with his trumpet call

5 r:c.t ih&r. :r. czr.it".:::?. ,j Confyffia*t for profeflion.

Midway



Troilus and Cressida.

Midway between your tents and walls of Troy,

To rouze a Grecian that is true in love.

If any come, Heftor fhall honour him

:

If none, he'll fay in Troy when he retires,

The Grecian Dames are fun-burn'd, and not worth
The fplinter of a lance ;—even fo much.

Aga. This fhall be told our lovers, lord Apneas.

If none of them have foul in fuch a kind,

We've left them all at home : but we are foldiers;

And may that foldier a meer recreant prove,

That means not, hath not, or is not in love !

If then one is, or hath, or means to be,

That one meets Hettor\ if none elfe, I'm he.

Neft. Tell him of Neftor \ one, that was a man
When Heflor's Grandfire fuckt ; he is old now,
But if there be not in our Grecian Hoft
One noble man that hath one fpark of fire,

To anfwer for his love : tell him from me,

I'll hide my filver beard in a gold beaver
5 And in my vantbrace put this wither'd brawn;
And, meeting him, will tell him, that my lady

Was fairer than his grandam, and as chafte

As may be in the world : his youth in flood,

I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of blood.

AEne. Now heav'ns forbid fuch fcarcity of youth

!

Ulyff. Amen.

Aga. Fair lord Mneas, let me touch your hand

:

To our Pavilion fhall I lead you firft

:

Achilles fhall have word of this intent,

So fhall each lord of Greece from tent to tent:

Your felf fhall feaft with us before you go,

And find the welcome of a noble foe. [Exeunt.

5 And in my vantbrace-— ] An armour for the arm, avant-

hras. Mr. Pope.

scene
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SCENE VII.

Manent UJyfifes and Neftor.

Ulyjf. Neflor,

Neft. What fays Ulyjjes ?

Ulyjf. I have a young conception in my brain,

Be you my time to bring it to Tome fhape.

Nejl. Whatis't?

UlyJJ. This 'tis:

Blunt wedges rive hard knots; the feeded pride,

That hath to this maturity blown up
In rank Achilles, mud or now be cropr,

Or, fhedding, breed a nurfery of like evil,

To over-bulk us all.

Nejl, Well, and how now?

Ulyf. This Challenge that the gallant Hetlor fends,

However it is fpread in general name,

Relates in purpofe only to Achilles.

Nejl.
6 The purpofe is perfpicuous even as Subftance,

Whole groiTnefs little characters fum up.

And, in the publication, make no ftrain,

But that Achilles, were his brain as barren

As banks of Libya, (tho', Apollo knows,

'Tis dry enough,) will with great fpeed of judgment,

Ay, with celerity, find Heflors purpofe

Pointing on him.

UlyJJ'. And wake him to the anfwer, think you ?

Nejl. Yes, 'tis molt meet ; whom may you elfe

oppofe,

6 Toe purpofe is perfpicuous e-ven as Subjiance,

V/boje grojfnefs little characters fum up.} That is, the pur-

pofe is as plain as body or jubilance ; and tho
1

I have collected

tiiis purpofe from many minute particulars, as a grofs body is

made up of fmall infenfible parts, yet the refult is as clear and
certain as a body thus made up is palpable and vilible. This is

the thought, tho' a little cbfcuied in the concifenefs of the ex-

preffion.

That
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That can from Heclor bring his honour off,

If not Achilles? though a fportful combat,

Yet in this trya! much opinion dwells.

For here the Trojans taftc our dear' ft Repute

With their fin'ft palate : and truft to me, Ulyjffcs,

Our imputation mail be odly pois'd

In this wild action. For the fuccefs,

Although particular, fliall give a fcantiing

Of good or bad unto the general

:

And in fuch indexes, although fmall pricks

To their fubfequent volumes, there is feen

The baby figure of the giant-mafs

Of things to come, at large. It is fuppos'd,

He, that meets Heclor^ ifTues from our Choice

And Choice, being mutual act of all our fouls,

Makes merit her election -> and doth boil,

As 'twere, from forth us all, a man diftiil'd

Out of our virtues; who mifcarrying,

What heart from hence receives the conqu'ring part, .

To fteel a ftrong opinion to themfelves!

Which entertain'd, limbs are his inftruments,

In no lefs working, than are fwords and bows
Directive by the limbs.

Ulyjf. Give pardon to my Speech ;

Therefore 'tis meet, Achilles meet not Heclor,

Let us, like merchants, fhew our fouleft wares,

And think, perchance, they'll fell ; if not,

The luftreof the better, yet to fhew,

Shall fhew the better. Do not then confent,

That ever Heclor and Achilles meet

:

For both our honour and our fhame in this

Are dogg'd with two ftrange followers.

Neft. I fee them not with my old eyes : what are they ?

Ulyjf. What Glory our Achilles mares from Heclor^

Were he not proud, we all fhould fhare with him :

But he already is too infolent

And we were better parch in Africk Sun,

Than in the pride and fait fcorn of his eyes.

Should
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Should he Tcape Heftor fair. If he were foil'd
$

Why, then we did our main opinion crulh

In taint of our bed man. No, make a Lott'ry ;

And by device let blockifh Ajax draw
The Sort to fight with Heftor : 'rnong our felves,

Give him allowance as the worthier man,
For that will phyfick the great Myrmidon,
"Who broils in loud applaufe, and make him fall

His creft , that prouder than blue iris bends.

If the dull brainlefs Ajax come fafe off,

We'll drefs him up in voices : if he fail,

Yet go we under our opinion Mill,

That we have better men. But, hit or mifs,

Our project's life this fhape of Senfe afiumes,

Ajax, imploy'd, plucks down Achilles' plumes,

Neft. U/yjfes, Now I relifb thy advice,

'And I will give a tafte of it forthwith

To Agamemnon ; go we to him (freight

;

Two curs fhall tame each other; pride alone
7 Mult tar the maftiffs on, as 'twere their bone.

{Exeunt.

A C T II. SCENE I.

The Grecian Camp.

Enter Ajax . and Therfites.

Ajax.
crHERSlTESy

Iher. Agamemnon—how if he had boiles—full,

all over, generally. ['Talking to himfelf.

7 JAnfl tar the mafiiffs -] Tarre, nn old Er.glijh word
fi?n:fyn-g to provoke or urgeon. See King John, Aft ^. Scene u

.~ like a Dcg
Snatch at his Majfer that

fM% far bim cn.

Mr. Pfye.

Ajax.
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Jjax. Tberfitcs, (

J

Tber. And thofe boils did run fay fo—did not

the General run ? were not that a botchy core?

Jjax. Dog!
Tber. Then there would come fome matter from

him : I fee none now.

Jjax. Thou bitch-wolf's fon, canfl: thou not hear?

feel then. [Strikes him.

Tber. The plague of Greece upon thee, thou mungrel

beef-witted lord 1

jf/dx:
1 Speak then, you windyefl: leaven, fpeak 5

I will beat thee into handfomnefs.

Tber. I (hall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs

;

but, I think, thy horfe will fooner con an oration,

than thou learn a prayer without book : thou canfl

ftrike, canfl: thou ? a red murrain o' thy jade's tricks !

Jjax. Toads-ftool, learn me the proclamation.

Tber. Doeft thou think, I have no fenfe, thon

fink' ft me thus ?

Jjax. The proclamation —

*

Tber. Thou art proclaim'd a fool, I think.

Jjax. Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch,

Tber. I would, thou didtl itch from head to foot,

and I had the fcratching of thee; I would make thee

the loathfom'ft fcab in Greece.

Jjax. I fay, the proclamation*

Tber. Thou grumbleft and railed every hour on

Jcbilles, and thou art as full of envy at his Greatnefs,

as Cerberus is at Proferpina's Beauty : ay, that thou

bark'ft at him.

Jjax. Miftrefs Tberfites!

Tber. Thou fhouldit ftrike him.

Jjax. Cobloaf!

1 Speak then, thou w h I N I d'st lea~jen,~\ This is the reading of

the o'd copies : It ibould Le win'dyest, i. e. molt windy;

leaven being made by a greac fermentation; Ih.s epithet agrees

well with "ibcrfites\ character.

Tber,
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Ther. He would pound thee into fhivers with his

fift, as a failor breaks a bisket.

Ajax. You whorfon cur ! [Beating him.

Ther. Do, do.

Jjax. Thou ftool for a witch !

Ther, Ay, do, do, thou fodden-witted lord ; thou

haft no more brain than I have in my elbows : an

Affinego may tutor thee. Thou fcurvy valiant afs! thou

art here but to thrafh Trojans, and thou art bought
and ibid among thofe of any wit, like a Barbarian

flave. If thou ufe to beat me, I will begin at thy

heel, and tell what thou art by inches, 2 thou thing of
no bowels, thou!

Jjax. You dog!

Ther. You fcurvy lord !

Ajax. You cur ! {Beating him.

Ther. Mars his ideot ! do, rudenefs ; do, camel, do,

do. SCENE II.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax t wherefore do you
this ?

How now, Tberfites ? what's the matter, man ?

Ther. You fee him there, do you ?

Achil. Ay, what's the matter ?

Ther. Nay, look upon him.

Achil. So I do, what's the matter ?

Ther. Nay, but regard him well.

Achil. Well, why, I do fo.

2 thou thing of no bowels,] Tho' this be fenfe, yet I believe

it is not the poet's, who makes Tberfites reflect altogether on Ajax

his want of nvit, not want of companion. I fliould imagine,

therefore the true reading was,

Thou thing of no VOWELS.

i. e. without fenfe ; as a word without vowels is jargon and con-

tains no idea. This is much in the phrafeology given to Tberfites.

Ther.



Troilus and Cressida. 399
Ther. But yet you look not well upon him : for

vvhofoever you take him to be, he is Ajax.

AchiL I know that, fool.

Ther. Ay, but that fool knows not himfelf,

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee.

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he ut-

ters ; his evafions have ears thus long. I have bobb'd

his brain, more than he has beat my bones : I will buy-

nine fparrows for a penny, and his Pia Mater is not

worth the ninth part of a fparrow. This lord {Achilles)

Ajax, who wears his wit in his belJy, and his guts in

his head, I'll tell you what I fay of him.

AchiL What?
[Ajax offers to ftrike him

y
Achilles interpofes.

"Ther. I fay, this Ajax-

AchiL Nay, good Ajax.

"Ther. Has not fo much wit—
AchiL Nay, I muft hold you.

Ther. As will flop the eye of Helen's needle, for

whom he comes to fight.

AchiL Peace, fool

!

Ther. I would have peace and quietnefs, but the

fool will not : he there, that he, look you there.

Ajax. O thou damn'd cur, I mall

AchiL Will you fet your wit to a fool's ?

Ther. No, I warrant you ; for a fool's will Ihame it.

Pat. Good words, Therfttes.

AchiL What's the quarrel ?

Ajax. I bad the vile owl go learn me the tenour of

the
;

oclamation, and he rails upon me.

Tb >r. 1 ferve thee not.

Ajax. Well, go to, go to.

Ther. I ferve here voluntary.

AchiL Your laft fervice was fufferance, 'twas not

voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary ; Ajax was here

the voluntary, and you as under an imprels.

Ther. Ev'n fo—a great deal of your wit too lies

in
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in your finews, or elfe there be liars. HeRor fhaJI

have a great catch, if he knock out either of your

brains j he were as good crack a fully nut with no

kernel.

Achil What, with me too, Therfites ?

Ther. There's Ulyjfes and old Neftor, (whofe wit

was mouldy 3 ere your Grandfires had nails on their

toes,) yoke you like draft oxen, and make you plough

up the wair.

Achil. What! what!

'ther. Yes, good footh \ to, Achilles ! to, Ajax! to—
Ajax. I (hall cut out your tongue.

Ther. 'Tis no matter, I mall fpeak as much as thou

afterwards.

Pat. No more words, therfites.

Ther. I will hold my peace, when Achilles* brach

bids me, mall I ?

Achil. There's for you, Patroclus.

ther. 1 will fee you hang'd like clotplotes, ere I

come any more to your Tents. I will keep where

there is wit ftirring, and leave the faction of fools.

[Exit.

Pat. A good riddance.

Achil. Marry, this, Sir, is proclaim'd through all

our Hoft,

That Heclor, by the fifth hour of the Sun,

Will, with a trumpet, 'twixt our Tents and Troy,

To morrow morning call fome Knight to arms,

That hath a ftomach, fuch a one that dare

Maintain I know not what: 'tis tram, farewel.

Ajax. Farewel ! who mail anfwer him ?

Achil. I know not, 'tis put to lott'ryj otherwife

He knew his man.

Ajax. O, meaning you : I'll go learn more of it.

[Exeunt.

3 ere TWTLi^GrandJtrei] We fliould read, ere yqvx. grand-

fires. SCENE
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SCENE III.

Changes to Priam'* Palace in Troy.

Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris WHelenus.

Pri. \ Fter fo many hours, lives, fpeeches fpenr,

x \ Thus once again fays Neftor from the Greeks

:

Deliver Helen^ and all damage elfe

{'As honour, lofsof time, travel, expence,

Wounds, friends, and what elfe dear that is confum'd

In hot digeftion of this cormorant warj

Shall be ftruckoff. Heftor% what fay you to't?

Heft. Though no man lefTer fear the Greeks than I,

As far as touches my particular, yet

There is no lady of more fofter bowels,

More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear,

More ready to cry out, who knows what follows?

Than Heftor is. The Wound of Peace is Surety,

Surety fecure \ but modeft Doubt is call'd

The beacon of the wife ; the tent that fearches

To th' bottom of the word. Let Helen go.

Since the firft fword was drawn about this queftion,

Ev'ry tithe foul 'mongft many thoufand dilines

Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean, of ours.

If we have loft fo many tenths of ours

To guard a thing not ours, not worth to us

(Had it our name) the value of one ten ;

What merit's in that reafon which denies

The yielding of her up ?

Tro. Fie, fie, my brother :

Weigh you the worth and honour of a King
(So great as our dread father) in a fcale

Of common ounces ? will you with counters fum
The vaft proportion of his infinite?

And buckle in a wafte moft fathomlefs,

With fpans and inches fodiminurive

As fears and reafons? fie, for godly fhame !

HeU No marvel, though you bite fo fharp at reafon f

Vol. VII. Dd J



4-C2 Troilus and Cressida.

You are fb empty of them. Should not our father

B^ar che great lway ct his affairs with reafons •,

Becaufe your fpeech hath none, that tells him lb ?

Trot. You are for dreams and {lumbers, brother Priefr,

You fur your gloves with reafons. Here are your

reafons.

You know, an enemy intends you harm;
You know, a fword imploy'd is perillous;

And reafon flies the object of all harm.

Who marvels then, when Helenas beholds

A Grecian and his fword, if he do fet

The very wings of reafon to his heels,

4 And fly like chidden Mercury from Jove9

Or like a ftar diforb'd !—Nay, if we talk of reafon,

Let's fhut our gates, and deep : manhood and honour

Should have hare- hearts, would they but fat their

thoughts

With this cramm'd reafon: reafon and refpect

Make livers pale, and luftyhood deject.

Heel. Brother, fhe is not worth what fhe doth coft

The holding.

Troi. What is aught, but as 'tis valued?

Heft. But value dwells not in particular will

;

It holds its eftimate and dignity

As well wherein 'tis precious of it felf,

As in the prizer : 'tis mad idolatry,

To make the fervice greater than the God ;

5 And the Will dotes, that is inclinable

To what infectioufiy itfelf affects,

6 Without feme image of th' affected's merit.

4 And fl,
like chidden Mercuryfrom Jove,

Or like a jlur diforb'd I— ] Theie two lines are mifplaeed in

all the folic eduions. Mr. Pope.

5 And the Will dotes, that is inclinable] Old Edition, not fo

well, has it, attributive Mr. Pope.

6 Without fame image of th* affected merit. 1 We mould

;ead,

th' affected*/ merit,

;'. e. without fcme mark of merit in the thing affV&ed.

Troi.
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Ttoi. I take to day a wife, and my election

Is led on in the conduct of my will ;

My will enkindled by mine eyes and ears,

Two traded pilots 'twixt the dangerous fhores

Of Will and Judgment •, how may I avoid

(Although my Will diftafte what is eledted)

The wife I chufe ? there can be no evafion

To blench from this, and to ftand firm by honour.

We turn not back the filks upon the merchant,

When we have fpoiPd them ; nor th' remainder viands

We do not throw in unrefpective place,

Becaufe we now are full. It was thought meet,

Paris mould do fome vengeance on the Greeks:

Your breath of full confent bellied his fails

;

The feasand winds (old wranglers) took a truce,

And did him fervice : he touch'd the Ports defir'd ;

And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive3

He brought a Grecian Queen, whofe youth and fremnels

Wrinkles jtfpolld*s^ and makes (tale the morning.

Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt

:

Is me worth keeping ? why, fhe is a pearl,

Whofe price hath launch'd above a thoufand (hips,

And turn'd crown'd Kings to merchants

If you'll avouch, 'twas wifdom Paris went,

(As you muft needs, for you all cry'd, go^ go:)

if you'll confefs, he brought home noble prize,

(As you muft needs, for you all clap'd your hands.

And cry'd, ineftimable !) why do you now
The ifllie of your proper wifdoms rate,

And do a deed that fortune never did,

Beggar that eftimation which you prizM

Richer than fea and land ? O theft molt bafe !

7 What we have ftoln that we do fear to keep \

j What nve haveJloln that we dofear to keep !

Bafe thieves,—Oxford Editor. Vulg.
'That we have Jloln what we dofear to keep f

But thieves.

Dd 2 Bale
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Bafe thieves, unworthy of a thing fo ftol'n.

Who in their country did them that difgrace,

We fear to warrant in our native place

!

Caf. \within.~] Cry, Trojans, cry!

Pri. W hat noife, what mriek is this ?

2rw. 'Tis our mad fitter, I do know her voice*

Caf. [within.'] Cry, Trojans!

Heel. It is Caffandra.

SCENE IV.

Enter CafTandra, with her hair about her ears.

Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry lend me ten thoufand eyes.

And I will Mil them with prophetick tears.

Heft. Peace, filter, peace.

Caf Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled old.

Soft infancy, that nothing can but cry,

Add to my clamour ! let us pay betimes

A moiety of that mafs of moan to come :

Cry, Trojans, cry ; praclife your eyes with tears,

Troy mult not be, nor goodly Jlion Hand:
Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all.

Cry, Trojans, cry ! a Helen and a wo ;

Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elfe let Helen go. [Exit.

Heft. Now, youthful Troilus, do not thefe high

ftrains

Of Divination in our fitter work

Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your blood

So madly hot, that no difcourfe of reafon,

Nor fear of bad fuccefs in a bad caufe,

Can qualifie the fame ?

Trot. Why, brother Hcftor^

We may not think thejuttneis of each act

Such and no other than event doth form it

;

Nor once deject the courage of our minds,

Becaufe Cajfandra't mad , her brain-fick raptures

Cannot
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Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a quarrel,

Which hath our feveral honours all engag'd

To make it gracious. For my private part,

I am no more touch'd than all Priamh ions;

And, Jove forbid ! there lhould be done amongft us

Such things, as might offend the weakeft fpleen

To fight for and maintain.

Par. Elfe might the world convince of levity

As well my undertakings, as your counfels:

But I atteft the Gods, your full confent

Gave wings to my propenfion, and cut off

All fears attending on fo dire a project.

For what, alas, can thefe my Tingle arms ?

What propugnation is in one man's valour,

To (land the pufh and enmity of thofe

This quarrel would excite? yet I proteft,

Were I alone to pafs the difficulties,

And had as ample Power,- as I have Will,

Paris mould ne'er retract what he hath done,

Nor faint in the purfuit.

Pri. Paris, you fpeak

Like one befotted on your fweet delights

;

You have the honey ftill, but thefe the gall 5

So, to be valiant, is no p^aife at all.

Par. Sir, I propofe not merely to myfelf

The pleafures jfuch a Beauty brings with it

:

But I would have the foil of her fair rape

Wip'd off, in honourable keeping her.

What treafon were it to the ranfack'd Queen,

Difgrace to your great worths, and fharne to me,

Now to deliver her poffcffion up,

On terms of bafe compulfion ? can it be,

That fo degenerate a (train, as this,

Should once fet footing in your generous bofoms ?

There's not the meanelt fpirit on our party,

Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw.

When Helen is defended : none fo noble,

» d 3 Whole
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Whofe life were ill bellow'd, or death unfam'd,

When Helen is the fubjeft. Then, I fay,

Well may we fight for her, whom, we know well,

The world's large ipaces cannot parallel.

HeSI. Paris and 'Troilus^ you have both faid well

(^JBut on the caufe and queftion now in hand

Have gloz'd but fuperficially •, not much
Unlike young men, whom Ariftotle thought

Unfit to hear moral philofophy.

The reafons, you alledge, do more conduce

To the hot paflion of diftemper'a blood.

Than to make up a free determination

'Twixt right and wrong :
u for pleafure and reveng

" Have ears more deaf than adders, to the voice
" Of any true decifion. Nature craves,

All dues be render'd to their owners now
What nearer debt in all humanity,

Than wife is to the husband? If this law

Of nature be corrupted through affection,

And that great minds of partial indulgence

To their benummed wills, refift the fame;

There is a law in each well-ordered nation,

To curb thofe raging appetites that are

Mod difobedient and refractory.

If Helen then be wife to Sparta's King,

(As, it is known, fhe is) thefe moral laws

Of Nature, and of Nation, fpeak aloud

To have her back return'd. Thus to perfift

In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong,

But makes it much more heavy. Heffor's opinion

Is this in way of truth \ yet ne'erthelefs,

My fprightly brethren, I propend to you
In refolution to keep Helen ft ill

;

For 'tis a caufe that hath no mean dependance

Upon our joint and feveral dignities.

[fa) But on the caufe. Mr. "Theobald Vulg. And on

taufe ]
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Trot. Why, there you toucird the Jife of our defign

:

Were it not glory that we more afle&cd

Than the performance o[ our heaving Ipleens,

I would not wifh a drop of Trojan blood

Spent more in her defence. But, worthy He5lor,

She is a theam of honour and renown \

A fpur to valiant and magnanimous deeds

;

Whofe prefent courage may b?at down our foes,

And Fame, in time to come, canonize us.

For, I prefume, brave Heffor would not lofe

So rich advantage of a promis'd glory,

As fmiles upon the forehead of this action,

For the wide world's revenue.

Heff. I am yours,

You valiant orT-fpung of great Priamus. -

I have a milling challenge icntamongft

The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks,

Will ftrike amazement to their drowfie fpirits.

I was advertiz'd, their great General flepr,

Whilft emulation in the army crept

:

This, 1 prefume, will wake him. [Exsunt.

SCENE V.

Before Achilles'* *£ent
y in the Grecian Camp.

E?tter Therfites folus.

XJL O W now, Therfites? what, loft in the labyrint'i

LA of thy fury? (hall the elephant Ajax carry it

thus? he beats me, and I rail at him : O worthy fatis-

faction ! 'would, it were otherwife that I could beat

him, whilft he rail'd at me : 'sfoot, I'll learn to conjure

and raife devils, but I'll feefome ifTue of my fpiteful

execrations. Then there's Achilles, a rare engineer.

If Troy be not taken 'till thefe two undermine it, the

walls will (land 'till they fall of themfelves. O thou

D d 4 great
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great thunder-darter of Olympus^ forget that thou art

Jove the King of Gods ; and, Mercury, lofe all the

Terpentine craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take not

that little, little, lefs than little wit from them
that they have; which fhort-arm'd ignorance itfelf

knows is f© abundant fcarce, it will not in circum-

vention deliver a fly from a fpider, without drawing

the mafly irons and cutting the web. After this, the

vengeance on the whole camp ! or rather the bone-ach,

for that, methinks, is the curfe dependant on thofe

that war for a placket. I have laid my prayers,

and devil Envy fay Amen. What hoi my lord

Achilles!

Enter Patroclus.

Patr. Who's there? Therfites? Good Therfites,

come in and rail.

Ther. If I could have remember'd a gilt counter,

thou could'ft not have dipt out of my contemplation;

but it is no matter, thyfelf upon thyfelf ! The com-
mon curfe of mankind, folly and ignorance, be thine

in great revenue! heaven blefs thee from a tutor,

and difcipline come not near thee! Let thy blood be

thy direction 'till thy death, then if me, that lays thee

out, fays thou art a fair coarfe, I'll be fworn and

fworn upon't, (he never (hrowded any but Lazars ;

Amen. Where's Achilles f

Patr. What, art thou devout ? waft thou in prayer ?

Ther. Ay, the heav'ns hear me?

Enter Achilles,

Achil. Who's there?

Patr. Therfites, my lord.

AchiL Where, where? art thou come, why, my
cheefe, my digeftion—why haft thou not ferved thy

jfeif up to my table, fo many meals? come, what's

^amemnon I

Ther,
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Ther. Thy commander, Achilles y then tell me,

Patroclus, what's Achilles ?

Patr. Thy lord, Tberfites : then tell me, I pray

thee, what's thyfelf?

i%eri Thy knower, Patroclus : then tell me, Pa-
troclus, what art thou ?

Patr. Thou may'ft tell, that know'ft.

Achil O tell, tell,

Ther. I'll decline the whole queftion. Agamemnon

commands Achilles, Achilles is my lord, 1 am Pa-

troclus' $> knower, and Patroclus is a fool.

Patr. Yourafcal.

Ther. Peace, fool, I have not done.

Achil. He is a privileged man. Proceed, Therfiies.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool, Achilles is a fool, Ther-

files is a fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroclus is a fool.

Achil. Derive this \ come.

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command
Achilles, Achilles is a fool to be commanded of Aga-

memnon, Thcrfites is a fool to ferve fuch a fool, and

Patroclus is a fool pofitive.

Patr. Why am I a fool ?

Ther. Make that demand to thy creator;——

k

fuffices me, thou art.

SCENE VI.

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyfies, Neftor, Diomedes,

Ajax, and Calchas.

Look you, who comes here?

Achil. Patroclus, I'll fpeak with no body : come in

with me, Therfites. [Exit.

Ther. Here is fuch patchery, fuch jugling, and

fuch knavery : all the argument is a cuckold and a

whore, a good quarrel to draw emulous factions, and

bleed to death upon : now the dry Serpigo on the fub-

jecl, and war and lechery confound alii \Exit.
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Aga. Where is Achilles?

Pair. Within his tent, but ill difpos'd, my lorcL

Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here.
* He fhent our meflengers, and we lay by
Our appertainments, vifiting of him :

Let him be told fo, left, perchance, he think

We dare not move the queftion of our place ;

Or know not what we are.

Patr. I (hall lb fay to him. [Exit*

Vlyjf. We faw him at the opening of his tent,

He is not fick.

Ajax. Yes, lion-fick, fick of a proud heart: you
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man

;

but, by my head, 'tis pride; but why, why? let

him fhew us the caufe. A word, my lord.

[ To Agamemnon.
Nefi. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ?

Ulyff. Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him.

Nefi. Who, Therfites?

UlyJJ. He.

Nefi. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have loft

his argument.

Ulyff. No, you fee, he is his argument, that has his

argument, Achilles.

Nefi. All the better; their fraction is more ourwifh

than their fa&ion ; but it was a ftrong counfel, that a

fool could difunite.

Ulyff. The amity, that wifdom knits not, folly

may eafily untye.

8 He sent our mejfengers. ] This nonfenfe fhould be

read,

He she NT our mejfengers

i. e. rebuked, rated.

SCENE
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SCENE VII.

Enter Patroclus.

Here comes Patroclus.

Neft. No Achilles with him?

UlyJJ'- The elephant hath joints, but none for courtefiej

His legs are for nectffity, not fltxure.

Pair. Achilles bids me fay, he is much forry,

If any thing more than your [port and pleafre

Did move your grcatnels, and this noble ftate,

To call on him ; he hopes, it is no other,

But for your health and your digeftion-fake;

An after-dinner's breath.

Aga. Hear you, Patroclus ;

We are too well acquainted with thefe anfwers:

But his evafion, wing'd thus fwift with fcorn,

Cannot outflie our apprehenfions.

Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon

Why we afcribe it to him ; yet all his virtues

(Not virtuoufly on his own part beheld)

Do in our eyes begin to lofe their glofs

;

And like fair fruit in an unwholfome difh,

Are like to rot untafted. Go and tell him,

We come to fpeak with him , and you mall not fin,

If you do fay, we think him over-proud,

In ielf-afTumption greater than in note

Of judgment: fay, men worthier than himfelf

Here tend the favage frrangenefs he puts on,

Difguife the holy rirength of their command,
And under-go in an obferving kind

His humourous predominance; yea, watch

(a) His pectifh lunes, his ebbs and flows ; as if

The paftage and whole carriage of this action

Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add,

\
(a) Hispettijh lunes. Oxford Editor—Vulg. pettijh lines.]

That
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That if he over-hold his price fo much,
We'll none of him; but let him, like an engine

Not portable, lye under this report,

Bring a&ion hither, this can't go to war

:

A ftirring dwarf we do allowance give,

Before a fleeping giant ; tell him fo.

Pair. I (hall, and bring his anfwer prefently. [Exit,

Aga. In fecond voice we'll not be fatisfied,

We come to fpeak with him. Ulyfles, enter.

[Exit Ulyffes,

jljax. What is he more than another ?

Aga. No more than what he thinks he is.

Jljax, Is he fo much ? do you not think, he thinks

himfelf a better man than I am ?

Aga. No queftion.

Ajax. Will you fubfcribe his thought, and fay,

he is ?

Aga. No, noble Ajax, you are as ftrong, as valiant,

as wife, no lefs noble, much more gentle, and altoge-

ther more tradable.

Ajax. Why mould a man be proud ? how doth

pride grow ? I know not what it is.

Aga. Your mind is clearer, Ajax, and your virtues

the fairer; he, that is proud, eats up himfelf. Pride

is his own glafs, his own trumpet, his own chronicle;

and whatever praifes itfelf but in the deed, devours the

deed in the praife.

SCENE VIIL

Re-enter UlyflTes.

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the engend*

ring of toads.

Neji. Yet he loves himfelf : is'c not ftrange ?

Ulyff Achilles will not to the field to morrow.

Aga. What's his excufe ?

Uiyjff. He doth rely on none 5
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Bat carries on the ftream of his difpofe,

Without obfervance or refpect of any,

» In will-peculiar, and in iclf- admiflion.

Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeft,

Un-tent his perfon, and mare the air with us?

Ulyjf. Things fmall as nothing, for requeft's fake

only,

He makes important: 1
he's pofleft with greatnefs,

And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride

That quarrels at felf-breath. Imagin d worth

Holds in his blood fuch fwoln and hot difcourle.

That, twixc his mental and his active parts,

Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages,

And batters down himfelf; what Ihould I fiy?

He is fo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it

Cry, no recovery.

Aga. Let jSjax go to him.

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent;
3
Tis faid, he holds you well, and will be led

At your requeft a little from himfelf.

Ufyjf. O, Agamemnon, let it not be fo.

We'll coniecrare the fteps that Ajax makes,

When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud !ord 5

That baftes his arrogance with his own feam,

And never fufters matters of the world

Enter his thoughts, (fave fuch as do revolve

And ruminate himfelf,) mall he be worfhipp'd

Of That, we hold an idol more than he ?

No, this thrice-worthy and right-valiant lord

Muft not fo ftale his palm, nobly acquir'd ;

Nor, by my will, affubjugate his merit,

9 In will- peculiar, and in felf-admijjlon,] Wittpeculiar fhculd

be read like ielf-admiilion with a hyphen. The meaning is, He
does noching but what his own will dictate?, and approves of

nothing but what his own fancy recon: .
> J:-.

I He's pojfeji nvitb greatnefs ,J i. t\ greatnefs has got pof-

feflion of him, as the devil of av. ito .

(As
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(As amply titled, as Achilles is,) by going to Achilles :

That were t' iniard his pride, already fat,

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns

With entertaining great Hyperion.

This lord go to him ? Jupiter forbid,

And fay in thunder, Achilles go to him!

Neft. O, this is well, he rubs the vein of him.

Dio. And how his filence drinks up this applauie!

Ajax. If I go to him with my armed hit

I'll pafh him o'er the face.

Alga. O no, you mail not go.

Ajax. An he be proud with me, 111 pheefe his

pride let me go to him.

Ulyjf. Not tor the worth that hangs upon our

quarrel.

Ajax. A paltry infolent fellow —
Nefl. How he defcribes himfclf!

Ajax. Can he not be fociable ?

Ulyjf. The raven chides blacknefs.

Ajax. I'll let his humours blood.

Aga. He'll be the phyfician, that mould be the

patient.

A)ax. And all men were o' my mind—

—

Ulyjf. Wit would be out of fafnion,

Ajax. He mould not bear it fo, he Hiould eat fvvords

fir it: fhal; pride carry it?

Neft. An 'twould, you'd carry half.

UlyjJ. He would have ten mares.
zAj^x, I will knead him, I'll make him fupple

Neft. He is not yet through warm : force him with

praifes; pour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry.

Ulyjf. My lord, you feed too much on this diflike.

Neft. Our noble General, do not do fo.

Dio. You muft prepare to right without Achilles.

Ulyff. Why, 'tis this naming of him doth him harm.

2 Ajax. 1willknead him, V11make himfupple, bis notyet through

warm.} The latter part of this fpeech ftiould be given to Nefior.

Here
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Here is a man but 'tis before his face

i will be filent.

Nejk Wherefore mould you fb ?

He is not emulous, as Achilles is.

Vlyjf. Know the whole world, he is as valiant.

Ajax. A whoribn dog ! that palters thus with us —
Would he were a Trojan!

Neft. What a vice were it in Ajax now
Ulyjf. Tf he were proud.

Dio. Or covetous of praife.

Ulyjf. Ay, or furly borne.

Dio. Or ftrange, or felf-afFected.

Ulyjf. Thank the heav'ns, lord, thou art of fweet

compofure

;

Praife him that got thee, her that gave thee fuck :

Fam'd be thy Tutor, and thy parts of nature

Thrice-fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition \

But he that difciplin'd thy arms to fight,

Let Mars divide eternity in twain,

And give him half; and for thy vigor,

Bull-bearing Milo his Addition yields

To finewy Ajax-, I'll not praife thy wifdom,

Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines

Thy fpacious and dilated parts. Here's Nejlor,

Inftrudted by the Antiquary times ;

He mud, he is, he cannot but be wife :

But pardon, father Neftor* were your days

As green as Ajax, and your brain fo temper'd,

You (hould not have the eminence of him.

But be as Ajax.

Ajax. Shall I call you father ?

Vlyjf. Ay, my good fon.

Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax.

Ulyjf. There is no tarrying here ; the Hart Achilles

Keeps thicket ; pleafe it our great General

To call together all his State of war

;

Frefh Kings are come to "Troy : to morrow, friends,

Wc
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We muft with all our main of pow'r (land faft :

And here's a lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft,

And cull their flow'r, Jjax fhall cope the beft.

Jga. Go we to Council, let Achilles fleep

;

Light boats fail fwifc, though greater hulks draw
deep. [Exeunt.

ACT III. SCENE L

Parish Apartments in the Palace, in Troy.

Enter Pandarus, and a Servant. [Mufick within."

P A » d a r u s.

FRIEND! you I- pray you, a word: do not you

follow the young lord Paris f

Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me.

Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean ?

Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the lord.

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman : I

muft needs praife him.

Ser. The lord be praifed!

Pan, You know me, do you not?

Ser. Faith, Sir, fuperncially.

Pan. Friend, know me better-, I am the lord

Pandarus.

Ser. I hope, I fhall know your honour better.

Pan. I do defire it.

Ser. You are in the ftate of Grace.

Pan. Grace? not fo, friend: honour and lord/hip,

are my titles :

What mufick is this?

Ser. I do but partly know, Sir; it is mufick in

parts.

Pan. Know you the muficians ?
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Ser. Wholly, Sir.

Pan. Who play they to?

Ser. To the hearers, Sir.

Pan. At vvhofe pleafure, friend ?

Ser. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love mufick.

Pan. Command, I mean, friend.

Ser. Who fhall I command, Sir?

Pan. Friend, we underftand not one another : I am
too courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe
requeft do thefe men play ?

Ser. That's to't, indeed, Sir ; marry, Sir, at the

requeft of Paris my lord, who's there in perfon ; with

him the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of beauty,

(a) love's vifible foul.

Pan. Who, my coufin Crejfida?

Ser. No, Sir, .Helen \ could you not find out That
by her attributes ?

Pan. It fhould feem, fellow, that thou haft not feen

the lady Creffida. I come to fpeak with Paris from
the Prince 'Troilus: I will make a complemental affauk

upon him, for my bufinefs feethes.

Ser. Sodden bufinefs ! there's aftew'dphrafe, indeed.

SCENE II.

Enter Paris and Helen, attendtd.

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair

company! fair Defires in all fair meafure fairly guide

them ; efpecially to you, Fair Queen, fair thoughts

be your fair pillow!

Helen. Dear lord, you are full of fair words.

Pan. You fpeak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen

:

fair Prince, here is good broken mufick.

Par. You have broken it, coufin, and, by my life,

[(a) lo*uis <vlfiblt foul. Oxford Editor—Vulg. louis inviJibU

foul.}

Vol. VII. E e you
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you fhall make it whole again you fhall piece it out

with a piece of your performance. Nell
y he is full

of harmony.

Pan. Truly, lady, no.

Helen. O, Sir

Pan. Rude, in (ootfl *, in good footh, very rude.

Par. Well faid, my lord ; well, you fay fo in

fits.

Pan. I have bufinefs'to my lord, dear Queen *, my
lord, will you vouch fate me a word ?

Helen. Nay, this fhail not hedge us out j we'll hear

you fing, certainly.

Pan. Well, fweet Queen, you are pleafant with

me; but marry thus, my lord;—my dear lord, and

moft efieemed Friend, your brother Troilus*

Helen. My lord Pandarus> hcney-fweet lord,

Pan. Go to, fweet Queen, go to

Commends himfelf mod affectionately to you.

Helen. You fhall not bob us out of our melody :

If you do, our melancholy upon your head

!

Pan. Sweet Queen, fweet Queen, that's a fweet

Queen, Ffaith

Helen. And to make a fweet lady fad, is a fower

offence. Nay, that fhall not ferve your turn, that fhall

it not in truth, la. Nay, I care not for fuch words,

no, no

Pan. And, my lord, he oefires you, that if the

King call for him at fupper, you will make his excufe.

Helen. My lord Pandarus^

Pan. What fays my fweet Qjeen, my very very

fweet Queen ?

Par. What exploit's in hand, where fups he to

night ?

Helen. Nay, but my lord,-

Pan. What fays my fweet Queen ? my coufin will

fall out with you.

Helen. You muft not know where he fups.

Par.
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Par. I'll lay my life,
1 with my difpoufer Creffida.

Pan. No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide; come,

your difpoufer is Tick.

Par. Well, I'll make excufe.

Pan. Ay, good my lord ; why mould you fay,

Creffida ? no, your poor difpoufer's fick.

Par. I fpy—
Pan. You fpy, what do you fpy ? come, give mc

an instrument now, fweet Queen.

Helen. Why, this is kindly done.

Pan. My neice is horribly in love with a thing you
have, fweet Queen.

Helen. She mall have it, my lord, if it be not my
lord Paris.

Pan. He? no, Ihe'll none of him, they two are

twain.

Helen. Falling in after falling out, may make them
three.

Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this. I'll

fing you a long now.

Helen. Ay, ay, pr'ythee now ; by my troth, fweet

lord, thou haft a fine fore-head.

Pan. Ay, you may, you may——

—

Helen. Let thy fong be love: this love will undo us

all. Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid!

Pan. Love ! ay, that it (hall, i' faith.

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love.

Pan. In good troth, it begins fo.

Love, love, nothing but love, Jlill more

:

For O, love's bow
Shoots buck and doe ;

The fhaft confounds

Not that it wounds,

But tickles Jlill the fore.

i — with my disposer Creffida?^ I think difpofer mould, in

thefe places, be read DisPousEajlhe that would feparate Helen

from him.

E e 2 Thefe
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fbefe lovers cry, oh ! ok! they dye

:

Tet That, which feems the wound to kiU
%

Doth turn, cb! oh! to ha, ha, be:

So dying love lives ftill.

O ho, a while but ha, ha, ha ;

0 bo groans out for ha, ha, ha bey bo!

Helen. In love, i' faith, to the very tip of the nofe!

Par. He eats nothing but doves, Jove, and that

breeds hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts,

and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds are

love.

Pan. Is this the generation of love ? hot blood,

hot thoughts, and hot deeds? why they are vipers;

is love a generation of vipers ?—Sweet lord, who's

a-fteid to day ?

Par Heelor, Deiphobus, Helenus,Antencr, and all the

gallantry of Troy. 1 would fain have arm'd to day,

but my Nell would not have it fb. How chance my
brother Troilus went not ?

Helen. He hangs the lip at fomethingj you know
all, lord Pandarus.

Pan. Nor I, honey fweet Queen : I long to hear

how they fped to day. You'll remember your bro-

ther's excufe?

Par. To a hair.

Pan. Farewel, fweet Qjeen.

Helen. Commend me to your ncice.

Pan. I will, fweet Qjeen. [Exit. Sound a Retreat.

Par. They're come from held: let us to Priam's

Hall,

To greet the warriors—S'.veet Helen, I muft woo you

To help unarm our Heeler : his ftubborn buckles,

With thefe your white enchanting fingers toucht,

Shall more obey, than to the edge of fteel,

Or force of Greeki/h finews: you fhall do more
Than all the ifland Kings, diiarm great Heclor.

Helen. 'Twill make us proud to be his fervantj/Wf;

Yea,
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Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty

Gives us more palm in beauty than we have,

Yea, over-mines our felf.

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

An Orchard to Pandarus'j- Houfe.

Enter Pandarus, and Troi!us\f Man.

Pan. XI O W, w^ere
'

s tny maiier ? at my coufin

iN Creffida's?

Ser. No, Sir,
z he prays you to conduct him thither.

Enter Troilus.

Pan. O, here he comes ; how now, how now ?

Trot. Sirrah, walk off.

Pan. Have you feen my coufin ?

Trot. No, Pandarus: I (talk about her door,

Like a ftrange foul upon the Stygian banks

Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon^

And give me fwift tra importance to thofe fields,

Where I may wallow in the lilly beds

Propos'd for the deferver ! O gentle Pandarus^

From Cupid's moulder pluck his painted wings,

And fly with me to Creffid.

Pan. Walk here T th* orchard, I will bring her

ftraight. [Exit Pandarus.

Trot. I'm giddy expectation whirls me round.

Th' imaginary relilh is lb fweet,

That it enchants my fenfe : what will it be,

When that the watry palate taftes indeed,

Love's thrice-reputed nectar? death, I fear me;
Swooning deflruction, or fome joy too fine,

Too fubtle-potent, and too lharp in fweetnefs,

be PRAYSj'W—
For

stays you—] We fhould read,

E e I
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For the capacity of my rude powers

;

I fear it much, and I do fear befides,

That I ihall lofe diftin&ion in my joys;

As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps

The flying enemy.

Re-enter Pandarus.

Pan. She's making her ready, (he'll come ftraight;

you muft be witty now. She does fo blufh, and

fetches
a
her wind fo fhort, as if fhe were fraid with a

fprite:* I'll bring her. It is the prettied villain, me
fetches her breath as fhort as a new-ta'en fparrow.

[Exit Pandarus.

Trot, Ev'n fuch a paffion doth embrace my bofom:

My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulfe

;

And all my pow'rs do their bellowing lofe,

Like vaffalage at unawares encountring

The eye of Majefly.

SCENE IV.

Enter Pandarus and Creflida.

Pan. Come, come; what need you blufh? Shame's

a baby. Here me is now : fwear the oaths now to her,

that you have fworn to me. What, are you gone

again ? you muft be watch'd ere you be made tame,

mult you ? come your ways, come your ways ; if you

draw backward, we'll put you i' th' files : Why do

you not fpeak to her ? Come, draw this curtain, and

let's fee your piclure. Alas the day, how loth you

are to offend day-light ? an 'twere dark, you'd clofe

fooner. So, fo, rub on, and kifs the Miflrefs ; how
now, a kifs in fee-farm ? build there, carpenter, the

air is fweet. Nay, you mall fight your hearts out,

ere I part you. The faulcon as the tercel, for all the

ducks i' th' river : go to, go to.

Trot. You have bereft me of all words, lady.

Pan.
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Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but

fhe'll bereave you of deeds too, if me call your acti-

vity in queftion: what, billing again ? here's, in wit-

nels whereof the parties interchangeably >come in,

come in, I'll go get a fire. \_Exil Pandarus.

Cre. Will you walk in, my lord?

Troi. O Cre£ida> how often have I wifht me thus?

Cre. Wilht, my lord! the Gods grant O my
lord.

'Troi. What mould they grant? what makes this

pretty abruption ? what too curious dreg efpies my
lweet lady in the fountain of our love ?

Cre. More dregs than water, if my fears have eyes.

Troi. Fears make devils of cherubims, they never

fee truly.

Cre. Blind fear, which feeing reafon leads, finds

fafer footing than blind reafon frumbling without fear.

To fear the worft, ott cures the worfe.

Troi. O, let my lady apprehend no fear; in all

Cupid's Pageant there is preiented no monfter.

Cre. Nor nothing monftrous neither?

Troi. Nothing, but our Undertakings ; when we
vow to weep feas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers ;

thinking it harder for our miftrefs to devife impofition

enough, than for us to undergo any difficulty impo-
fed. This is the monftruofity in love, lady, that the

will is infinite, and the execution connVd : that the

delire is boundids, and the act a flave to limit.

Cre. They fay, all lovers iwear more performance

than they are able ; and yet referve an ability, that

they never perform : vowing .more than the perfection

of ten, and difcharging lefs than the tenth part of one.

They that have the voice of iions, and the act of hares,

are they not monilrous?

Trot. Are there fuchi fuch are not we; praife us

as we are tafced, allow us as we prove : our head fhall

go bare, till merit crown it; no perfection in rever-

E e 4 fion
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fion fcall have a prai:e in prefent wc will not name
delcrt before his birch, and, being born, his addition

ihill It tew words :"-:r n::h. Trzi'.u: ir.al!

be :kch to Crzjr.iay as whit envy can lay worft,

fhall be a mock for his truth ; and what truth can

fp-rik irJc'.r, r.c: truer :h*n Trri.'u;.

Cre. Will you walk in, my lord ?

SCENE V.

£s-Vr Pindarus.

P^jl What blufhing ftill ? have you not done talk-

ing yet?

Of. Well, ur.:;e, w.-r folly I coin-::, I dedicate

to too.

Pen. I thank you for that; if my lord get a boy

of you, you'll give him me* be true to my lord ; if

he flinch, chide me for it.

~ Y:~ lir.c v :,:/.t y; - hcf:ac;e? j v:_r uncle's

word and my firm lakh.

Pdaf. Nay, I'll give my word for her too; our

kindred, cr.-jg', ckty bt long cre they ire woo'd,

they are coaftant, being won they are burrs, I can

tell you, they'll (tick where they are thrown.

Of. Bi.z c«r;.:* :c :r.i r. -:k rr.rg? me
heart:

Prince ItoHbs* I have lov'd you night and day,

For many weary months.

1 ? ;;. W.v, v. is my Crr~.: :l,rn :o l-nrnl :: -vlr: :

Cf£. Hard to fcem woo : but I was won, my lord,

\Y ith the firft glance that ever—pardon me
If I confeis much, you will play the tyrant

;

I love you cow ; but not till now, fo much
But I might mafter it—in faith, I lie

My thoughts *cre, like unbridled children, grown
Too heacftrong for their mother ; ice, we fools

!

Why nave I blabbM ? who (ball be true ro us,



T r o i l u s and Cressida.

When we are fo unfecret to our felves?

But though I lov'd you well, I woo'd you not

;

And yet, good faith, I wifht my felf a man :

Or that We women had men's privilege,

Of fpeakingfirft. Sweer, bid me hold my tongue j

For in this rapture I mall furely fpeak

The thing I (hall repent •, fee, fee, your fiJence

(Cunning in dumbnds) from my weaknefs draws

JVJy very foul of counfel. Stop my mouth.

Troi. And mail, albeit fweet mufick iffues thence.

IKtfmg.
Pan. Pretty, i'faith

Cre. My lord, I do befeechyou, pardon mc;
*Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifs :

I am alham'd ; — O heavens, what have I done !-—

For this time will I take my leave, my lord.

Trot. Your leave, fweet Cre(fid?

Pan. Leave ! an you take leave till to morrow
morning

Cre. Pray you, content you.

Trot. What offends you, lady?

Cre. Sir, mine own company.

Troi. You cannot fhun your felf.

Cre. Let me go try :

I have a kind of felf refides with you :

But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave,

To be another's fool. Where is my wit ?

I would be gone : I fpeak, I know not what.

Troi. Well know they what they fpeak, that fpeak

fo wifely.

Cre. Perchance, my lord, I mew more craft than

love,

And fell fo roundly to a large confefiion,

To angle for your thoughts : but you are wile,

Or elfe you love not : To be wife and love,

Exceeds man's might, and dwells with Gods above.

Troi. O, that I thought it could be in a woman,
(As
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(As, if it can, I will prefume in you,)

To feed for ay her lamp and flames of love,

To keep her conftancy in plight and youth

Out-living Beauties outward ; with a mind

That doth renew fwifter than blood decays !

Or, that pcrfwafion could but once convince me,

That my integrity and truth to you

Might be affronted with the match and weight

Of iuch a winnow'd purity in Jove

:

How were i then up-lifted ! but alas,

I am as true as Truth's fimplicity,

3 Ar.d fimpler than the infancy of truth.

Cre. In that Pll war with you.

Troi. O virtuous fight

!

When Right with Right warrs who fhall be mod
right.^

« True fwains in love mail in the world to come
* Approve their truths by Troilus ; when their rhimes,

* Full of proteft, of oath, and big compare,
« Want fimilies: truth, tired with iteration,

5 As true as fteel, as 4 Plantage to the Moon,
4 As Sun to day, as turtle to her mate,

* As iron to adamant, as earth to th' center :

< Yet after all comparifons of truth,

3 Andfimpler than the infancy of truth.'] This is fine : and

Bieans, Ere truth, to defend itfelf againft deceit in the commerce

$f the world, had, cut of necefjity, learn d worldly policy.

4 Plantage to the Moon.'] I formerly made a iilly con-

jecture, that the true reading was,

planets to their Moons.

But I did not reflect that it was wrote before Galileo had diicovered

the Satellites of Jupiter ; this play being printed in 1609, and

that difcovery made in 17 10. So that Plantage to the Moon is

right, and alludes to the common opinion of the influence the

Moon has over what is planted or fown, which was therefore

done in the increafe.

Rite Latonee puerum canentes,

Kite crefccntem face noclilucam,

Profperam frugxm Hor. L. 4. Od. 6.

4 (As
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6 5 As truth authemick, ever to be cited,

* As true as TroUui% mall crown up the verfe,

* And fanctifie the numbers.

Cre. Prophet may you be!

1 If I be falfe, or fwerve a hair from truth,

« When rime is old and hath forgot it fdf,

c When water-drops have worn the (lones of Troy
9

V And blind Oblivion fwaliovv'd Cities up,

* And mighty States chara&erlefs are grated
4 To dufly Nothing 5 yet Jet Memory,
4 From falfe to falfe, among falfe maids in love,

* Upbraid my falfchood! when they've laid, as falfe

* As air, as water, as wind, as fandy earth ;

c As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf;

6 Pard to the hind, or ftep-dame to her fon ;

* Yea, let them fay, to ftick the heart of falfchood,

' As falfe as CrcJJid.

Pan. Go to, a bargain made: feal it, feal it, I'll be

the witnefs.—Here i hold your hand •, here my cou-

fin's ; if ever you prove falie to one another, fince I

have taken fuch pains to bring you together, Jet all

pitiful Goers-between be calfd to the world's end after

my name 5 call them all Pandars : (a) Jet ail inconitant

men be Troilufs^ all falfe women CreffJa's, and all

brokers between Pandars : fay, Amen.
froi. Amen!
Cre. Amen!
Pan. Amen. Whereupon I v/ill fhew you a bed-

chamber ; which bed, becaule it fhall not fpeak of

5 As truth's authentic author to be cited] This
line is absolute nonfenie. We fh >uld read,

As truth authentic, ever to he cited,

i. e. when a!i companions of truth are exhausted, they fhall be

then all Cummed up in this great one, this authentic truth e-ver to

be cited, us tme as Trcilus.

[ [a) let. all inconjlant men. Oxford Editor. Vulg, let all

conj]ant men.]

your
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your pretty encounters, prefs it to death : away.
And Cupid grant all tonguc-ty'd maidens here,

Bed, chamber, and Pandar to provide this Geer !

[Exeunt.

S C E N E VI.

Changes to the Grecian Camp.

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyfles, Diomedes, Neftor, Ajax,
Menelaus, and Calchas.

C^/.VIOW, Princes, for thefervicel have done you,

JlN Th* advantage of the time prompts me aloud

To call for recompenfe :
6 appear it to you,

That,
6 ™*appear it to you

,

That, through the fight 1 bear in things to come,

I have abandoned I Toy. ] This reasoning perplexes Mr.
Theobald, Heforefavj his country vcas undone ; he ran over to the

G;eeks; and this he makes a merit of, lays the Editor. / oiun

(continues he) the motives of his oratory feem to mefomevjhat per-
\

verfe and unartful. Nor do I know honv to reconcile it, unlefs

our poet purpofcly intended to make Chaleas acl the part ofa true
PRIEST; and fo from motives of felf-inter efl infinuate the merit '

offervice. The Ediror did not know hovv to reconcile this. >

;

Nor I neither. For I don't know what he means by the motives

of his oratory, or, from motives of
'

felf-inter ejl to infinuate merit.

But if he would infinuate, that it was the poet's deiign to make
his pried felf mterefted, and to repre.fent to the Greeks that what
he did for his own prefervation was done for their fervice, he is

miftaken. Shakefpear thought of noihing fo filly, as it would be

to diaw his prieil a knave, in order to make him talk like a fool.
'

Tho' that be the fate which generally attends their abufers. But
j

Shakefpear was no fuch ; and confequentlv wanted not this cover

for dulnefs. The pervefenefs is all the Editor's own, who in-

terprets,

through the fight I have in things to come

I lave abandoned Troy

To fignifv, by ?ny povjer cfprefcience finding my country muft be

ruined I have therefore abandoned it to feek refuge nvith you 1

whereas the true fenfe if, Be it knovon unto you, that on account of

& gift or faculty I have offeeing things to come, <whtch faculty I

fuppofe vjould be efieemed by you as acceptable and ufeful, I have
abandoned
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Thar, through the fight I bear in things to come,

I have abandoned Troy, left my pofTerTion,

Incurr'd a traitor's name, expos'd myfelf,

From certain and polled conveniences,

To doubtful fortunes fequeftred from all

That time, acquaintance, cullom, and condition,

Made tame and moft familiar to my nature :

And here, to do you fervice, am become

As new into the world, ftrange, unacquainted.

I do befeech you, as in way of tafte,

To give me now a little benefit,

Out of thole many regiftred in promife,

Which, you fay, live to come in my behalf.

jfga. What wouldft thou of us, Trojan? make
demand.

Cal. You have a Trojan prifoner, calPd Antenor*

Yefterday took : Troy holds him very dear.

abandoned Troy my native Country, That he could not mean
what the Editor fuppofes, appears from thefe confiderations, Firft,

If he h-d reprelemcd nimfelr as running from a falling city, he
could never h:ive laid,

/ have exposed myfelf
From certain and poffefs d conveniences,

Todoubt'ul fortunes

Secondly, The abfolutc knowledge of the fall of Troy was a fecret

hid irom the inferior Gods themfelves ; as appears from the

poetical hiiiory of that war. It depended on many contingences

whole exillence they did not foresee. All that they knew was,

that if fuch and fuch things happened Troy would fall. And this

fecret they communicated to Cajfundra only, but along with it,

the fate not to be believed. Several others knew each a leveral part

of the fecret ; one, thru Trey could not be taken unlefs Achilles

went to the war ; another, that it could not fall while it had the

Palladium', and fo on. But the fecret, that it was abioiutely to

tall, was known to none.

The fenfe here given will admit of no difpuie amongft thofe

who know how acceptable a Seer was amongft the Greeks, So
that this Calchas, like a true prieft, if it muit needs be fo, went
where he could exercife his profeffion with moft advantage. For
it being much lefs common amongft the Greekt than the A/iatics,

there would be there a greater demand for it.

Oft
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Oft have you (often have you thanks therefore;)

DenYd my Crejfid in right- great exchange,

Whom Troy hath dill deny'd : but this Anienor^

I know, is fuch a wren; in their affairs,

That their negotiations all muft flack,

Wanting his Manage ; and they will almoft

Give us a Prince o'th' blood, a fon of Priam,

In change of him. Let him be fen
t,

great Princes,

And he mall buy my daughter: and her prefence

Shall quite ftrike off all fervice I have done,

(a) In mod accepted pay.

Aga. Let Diomedes bear him*

And bring us Crejfid hither : Calchas mail have

What he requefts of us. Good Diomede,

Furnifh you fairly for this enterchange ;

Withall, bring word, if Hettor will to morrow
Be anfwer'd in his challenge. A]ax is ready.

Dio. This fhall I undertake, and 'tis a burthen

Which I am proud to bear.

SCENE VII.

Enter Achilles and Patroclus, before their Tent.

Ulyf. Achilles (lands i'th* entrance of his Tent,

Pleafe it our General to pafs ftrangely by him,

As if he were forgot; and, Princes all,

Lay negligent and loofe regard upon him :

I will come lad; 'tis like, he'll queftion me,

Why fuch unplaufive eyes are bent on him

:

.If fo, I have decifion medicinable

To ufe between your ftrangeneis and his pride,

Which his own will fhall have defire to drink.

It may do good : Pride hath no other glafs

To fhew itfclf, but pride; for fupple knees

[ (a) In moft accepted pay, Oxford Editor. Vulg. In mojt

acceptedpain.]

Feed
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Feed arrogance, ar.d are the proud man's fees.

Aga. We'll execute your purpofe, and put on

A iorm of ftrangenefs as we pafs along ;

So do each lord; and ckher greet him not.

Or elfe difdainfully, which fhali fhake him more

Than if not look'd on. I will lead the way.

AchiL What, comes the General to [peak with me?
You know my mind. I'll fight no more 'gainft Troy,

Aga. What fays Achilles? would he aught with us?

Nefi. Would you, my lord, aught with the General?

AchiL No.

Nefi. Nothing, my lord.

Aga. The better.

AchiL Good day, good day.

Men. How do you ? how do you ?

AchiL What, does the cuckold fcorn mc ?

Ajax. How now, Patrcclus ?

AchiL Good morrow, Ajax.

Ajax. Ha?
AchiL Good morrow.

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. {Exeunt.

AchiL What mean thefe fellows? know they not

Achilles ?

Pair. They pafs by ftrangely : they were us'd to

bend,

To fend their fmiles before them to Achilles,

To come as humbly as they us'd to creep

To holy altars.

AchiL What, am I poor of late ?

c 'Tis certain, Greatnefs, once fall'n out with fortune,
c Muft fall out with men too : what thedeclin'd is,

c He fhall as foon read in the eyes of others,
c As feel in his own Fall : for men, like butterflies,
4 Shew not their mealy wings but to the iummer ;

c And not a man, for being fimply man,
c Hath honour, but is honour'd by thole honours
c That are without him ; as place, riches, favour,

* Prizes
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« Prizes of accident as oft as merit

:

« Which, when they fall, (as being flipp'ry (landers^)

« The love that lean'd on them, as flipp'ry too,

* Doth one pluck down another, and together
4 Die in the Fall. But 'tis not fo with me

:

Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy

At ample point all that I did poflcfs,

Save thefe men's looks ; who do, methinks, find out

Something in me not worth that rich beholding,

As they have often giv'n. Here is Ulyjfes.

I'll interrupt his reading. Now, Ulyjfes?

Ulyf. Now, Thetis' fon !

Achil What arc you reading ?

Utyf. A ftrange fellow here

Writes me, that man, 7 how dearly ever parted,

How much in Having, or without, or in,

Cannot make boaft to have that which he hath,

Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection j

As when his virtues mining upon others

Heat them, and they retort that heat again

To the firft giver.

AchiL This is not ftrange, Ulyjfes.

The beauty that is borne here in the face

The bearer knows not, but commends itfelf

8 To others' eyes : nor doth the eye hfcW

(Thatmoft pure fpirit of fenfe) behold itfelf

Not going from itfelf ; but eyes oppos'd

Salute each other with each others' form.

For fpeculation turns not to itfelf,

'Till it hath travelled, and is marry'd there

Where it may fee its felfi this is not ftrange.

7 honv dearly ever parted,~\ i. e. how exquifitely foever

his virtues be divided and balanced in him. So in Romeo and
jfuliety Stufft y

as theyfay with honourable parts, proportioned as

ones thoughts would ivijb a man.
8 To others'' eyes y &C.

That mofipure ffirit, &c] Thefe two lines are totally omit-

ted in all the editions but the nrft quarto. Mr. Pope.

Ulyf.
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Ulyf. I do not drain at the pofuion,

It is familiar; but the author's drift

Who, in his circum (lance, exprefly proves

That no man is the lord of any thing,

(Tho' in, and of, him there is much confiding)

'Till he communicate his parts to others \

Nor doth he of himfelf know them for aught,

'Till he behold them formed in th' applaufe

Where they're extended ; which, like an arch, re-

verb'rates

The voice again ; or, like a gate of fteel

Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back

His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this,

And apprehended here immediately

The unknown Ajax<

Heav'ns ! what a man is there ? a very horfe,

That has he knows not what. Nature ! what things

there are,

Mod abject in regard, and dear in ufe ?

What things again mod dear in the edeem,
And poor in worth ? now mall we fee to morrow
An Act, that very Chance doth throw upon him :

Ajax renown'd ! Oh heav'ns, what fome men do,

While fome men leave to do

!

n How fome men deep in skittifli Fortune's halj,

While others play the ideots in her eyes

;

How one man eats into another's pride,

While pride is feafting in his wantonnefs!

9 Howfeme men creep in shittijh Fortune** ha!!,"] This is fa'd

with aefign that Achilles mould apply it to himfelf and Ajax.
But as creep is to be applied to Achilles, it conveys a wrong idea,

as reprefenting one who is timorous and afraid to archieve great

acts : whereas jt mould rcprefent one entirely negligent in atchieving

them. For this was then Achillcs^s cafe. So that we mould read,

Honv fome men sleep in skittijb fortunes ball.

For he was the firft favourite of fortune; yet when he got into her
prefence inftead of pufhin* his way, he became entirely negligent

and unconcerned for her favours.

Vol. VII. F f To
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To fee theCc Grecian lords ! why ev'n already

They clap the lubber Ajax on the moulder,

As if his foot were on brave Heftor's breaft,

And great Troy Ihrinking.

AchiL This I do believe;

For they paflfed by me, as mifers do by beggars,

Neither gave to me good word, nor good look

:

What ! are my deeds forgot ?

Ulyf.
c Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back,

< Wherein he puts alms for Oblivion :

« (A great- fiz'd monfter of ingratitudes)
c Thofe fcraps are good deeds pad, which are devour'd
* As faft as they are made, forgot as foon

* As done : Perfeverance keeps Honour bright

:

c To have done, is to hang quite out of fafhion,
c Like rufty mail in monumental mockery.
<c For honour travels in a flreight fo narrow,
<c Where one but goes abreaft ? keep then the path ;

<; For Emulation hath a thoufand Ions,

t€ That one by one purfue ; if you give way,
" Or turn afide from the direct forth-right,

" Like to an entred tide, they all rufii by,

" And leave you hindermoft ; and there you lye,

" 1 Like to a gallant horfe fali'n in firft rank,

" For pavement to the abject Rear, o'er- run
M And trampled on : Then what they do in prefent,
Ct Tho9

lefs than yours in pail, muft o'er-top yours.

* For time is like a fafhionable hoft,

* That (lightly Unices his parting gueft by th' hand -

7

* But with his arms out-ftretch'd, as he would fly,

* Grafps in the comer ; Welcome ever fmiles,

* And Farewel goes out fighing. O, let not virtue

feek

I Like to a gallant horfefalln in firft rartk %

For pavement to the abjecl near,— ] We fhould read,

ahje£t Rear, /. e. the mean abjecl horfes which, by reafon of

their unfitnefs for fervice, are put into the rear of the line ; or at

leaH become the rear in a vigorous charge.

" Remuneration
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44 Remuneration for the thing ic was

;

M For beauty, wit, high birth, defert in fervice,

" Love, friend/hip, charity, are fubjecls all

<c To envious and calumniating time.
<c One touch of nature makes the whole world kin ;

" That all, with oneconfent, praife new-born Gawds,
*' Tho' they are made and moulded of things pad ;

" And give to duft, that is a little gilt,

** (a) More laud than they will give to gold o'er-

dufted :

<c The prefent eye praifes the prefent object.

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man,
That all the Greeks begin to worfhip Ajax \

Since things in motion fooner catch the eye,

Than what not ftirs. The Cry went once for thee,

And ftill it might, and yet it may again,

If thou would'lt not entomb thyfelf alive,

And cafe thy reputation in thy tent

;

VVhofe glorious deeds, but in thefe fields of late,

z Made emulous minions 'mongft the Gods themfelves.

And drave great Mars to faction.

AMI. Of my privacy

I have ftrong reafons.

Ulyf. 'Gainft your privacy

The reafons are more potent arid heroical.
5 Tis known, Achilles, that you are in love

With one of Priam's daughters.

AchiL Ha ! known

!

Ulyf. Is that a wonder ?

The providence, that's in a watchful State,

Knows almoft every grain of Pluto'?, Gold

;

Finds bottom in th
9 uncomprehenfive Deep;

2 Made emulous miliiori c—] MiJJIons, for divlfion;, i. goirgs

out, on one fide ar.d the ether.

[ (a) 'More laud than they will give to gold o'er-duftcd. Dr.
Thirlby.— Vulg. More laud than gilt o er-dujled.

Ff 2 Keeps
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3 Keeps place with thought ; and almoft, like the

Gods,

Does ev'n our thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles.

There is a myftery (with which relation

Durft never meddlej in the Soul of State;

Which hath an operation more divine,

Than breath, or pen, can give expreflbre to.

All the commerce that you have had with Troy

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord.

And better would it fit Achilles much,

To throw down Hetlor, than Polyxena.

But it mull grieve young Pyrrhus now at home,
When Fame ihall in his ifland found her trump ;

And all the Greekijh girls fhall tripping frng,

Great Hetlor's fifter did Achilles win ;

But our great Ajax bravely beat down him.

Farewel, my lord 1, as your lover, fpeak ;

The fool Aides o'er the ice, that you mould break.

{Exit.SCENE VIII.

Pair. To this eftec"t, Achilles, have I mov'd you

;

A woman, impudent and mannifli grown,

Is not more loath'd than an effeminate man
In time of act.— I ftand condemn'd for this

;

They think, my little flomach to the war,

And your great love to me, reftrains you thus

:

4 Sweet, roufe your felf ; and the weak wanton Cupid
* Shall from your neck unloofe his am'rous fold ;

* And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane,
€ Be fhook to air.

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with HecJor!—
2 Keeps place *&Hh thought ; ] f. c. there is in the provi-

dence of a ftate, as in the providence of the univerfe, a kind of

ubiquity. The expreflion is exquiiitely fine. Yet the Oxford
Fdittr alters it to Keeps pace s and fo deftroys all its beauty.

Pair-
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Pair. Ay, and, perhaps, receive much honour by

Achil. I fee, my reputation is at (take

;

My fame is flirewdly gor'd.

Pair. O then beware:

Thole wounds heal ill, that men do give themfelves:

OmhTion to do what is necelTary

Seals a Com million to a Blank of Danser
And Danger, like an ague, fubtly taints

Even then, when we fit idly in the Sun.

Achil. Go call Therfites hither, fweet Patroclus

:

I'll fend the fool to Ajax, and defire him
T'invite the 'Trojan lords, after the Combat,
To fee us here unarm'd : I have a woman's Longing,

An appetite that I am fick withal,

To fee great Heffor in the Weeds of peace j

To talk with him, and to behold his vifage,

Ev'n to my full of view.—A labour fav'd!

Ther. A wonder !

Achil What?
Ther. Aiax goes up and down the field, asking for

himfelf.

Achil. How fo ?

Ther. He muft fight fingly to morrow with Heeler?

and is fo prophetically proud of an heroical cudgelling,

that he raves in faying nothing.

Achil. How can that be ?

Ther. Why, he ftalks up and down like a peacock,

a ftride and a (land ; ruminates like an hoftefs, that

hath no arithmecick but her brain, to fee down her

reckoning •, bites his lip with a politick regard, as

who fliould fay, there were wit in his head, if 'twouM
-out*, and fo there is, but it lies as coldly in him as

him.

SCENE IX.

Enter Therfites.

Ff 3 fire
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fire in a flint, which will not fliew without knocking.

The man's undone for ever : for if Pleclor break not

his neck i'th' combat, he'll break't himfelf in vain-

glory. He knows not me: I faid, good morrow,

Ajax: And he replies, thanks, Agamemnon. What
think you of this man, that takes me for the General ?

he's grown a very land-fim, language-lefs, a monfter.
44 4 A plague of opinion! a man may wear it on both
" fides, like a leather Jerkin.

Achil. Thou mull be my ambaffador to him, 'Ther-

fites.

Ther. Who, I ? why, he'll anfwer no body ;

he profefTes not anfwering ; fpeaking is for beggars ;

he wears his tongue in's arms. I will put on his pre-

fence let Patroclus make his demands to me, you

fhail fee the Pageant of Ajax.

Achil To him, Patroclus— tell him, I humbly de-

fire the valiant Ajax 9 to invite the moll valorous

Heclor to come unarm'd to my tent, and to procure

fafe Conduct for his Perfon of the magnanimous and

moll illuftrious, fix or feven times honour'd, captain

general 5
of the Grecian army, Agamemnon^ 6fr. Do

this.

Pair. Jove blefs great Ajax !

<£her. Hum

—

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles.

Tber. Ha!
Pair. Who moft humbly defires you to invite

JJetlor to his Tent.

Tber. Hum-
Pair. And to procure fafe Condu-fl from Agamem-*

•mi.

1'bsr. Agamemnon /-—

*

j A plague of Opinion ! a man may ~uear it on hotbjidet like a

leather J erk;n.] This is faid in compliment to* Achilles. Opinion

went all for him before, as now for Ajax. Bat the observation

k fas, and achayfrjity exprcftsd.

Pair.
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Pair. Ay, my lord.

Tber. Ha !

Pair. What fay you to't ?

Tber. God be wi'you, with all my heart.

Pair, Your anfwer, Sir.

Tber. If to morrow be a fair day, by eleven o'clock

it will go oneway or other; howioever, he mall pay

for me ere he has me.

Pair. Your anfwer. Sir.

Tber. Fare ye well with all my heart.

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he?

Tber. No, but he's out o'tune thus what mufick

will be in him, when Hetlor has knock'd out his

brains, I know not. But, I am fure, none ; unlefs the

fidler Apollo get his finews to make Catlings on.

Achil. Come, thou {halt bear a letter to him ftraight.

Tber, Let me carry another to his horfe ; for that's

the more capable creature.

Acbil. My mind is troubled like a fountain fh'rr'd,

And I my felf fee not the bottom of it. [_Exit.

Tber. ''Would the fountain of your mind were clear

again, that I might water an afs at it! I had rather be

a tick in a fheep, than fuch a valiant ignorance. [Exe.

A C T IV. SCENE I.

A Street in Troy.
Enier at one door JEneas. with a torch; at another•,

Paris, Deiphobus, Antenor, and Diomede; Gre-
cians, witb Torches.

Paris.
SEE, ho ! who is that there

?

Dei. It is the lord JEneas.

Aine. Is the Prince there in perfon ?

Had I fo good occafion to lie long,

F f 4 As
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As you, Prince Paris, nought but heav'nly bufinefs

Should rob my bed- mate of my company.
Bio. That's my mind too : good morrow, lord

JEneas.

Par. A valiant Greek, Mneas\ take his hand
Witnefs the procefs of your fpeech, wherein

You told, how Diomede a whole week, by days,

Did haunt you in the field.

ALne. Health to you, valiant Sir,
x During all queftion of the gentle Truce :

But when I meet you arm'd, as black defiance

As heart can think, or courage execute.

Bio. The one and th'other Diomede embraces.

Oar bloods are now in calm, and, fo long, health ;

But when contention and occafion meet,

By Jove, I'll play the hunter for thy life,

With all my force, purfuit and policy.

ALne. And thou fhalt hunt a lion that will file

With his face backward.— In humane gentlenefs,

Welcome to 'Trey—Now, by dnchifes* life,

Welcome, indeed !

—

2 by Venu? hand I fwear,

No man alive can love, in fuch a fort,

The thing he means to kill, more excellently.

Bio. We fympathize.

—

°Jovey let JEneas live

flf to my fword his Fate be not the Glory)

A thou fand complete courfes of the Sun :

But in mine emulous honour let him die,

With every joint a wound, and that to morrow.

JErte. We know each other well.

J)io. We do; and long to know each other worfe.

Par. This is the moft defpightful, gentle greeting

;

I During all quefiion of ibe gentle Truce:'] $>ueJlion t fcr force,

virtue.

.2 by Venus' hand I fzuear,] This cath was ufed to infi-

nite his rc.cRimen; lor Diomedes wounding his mother in the

band.

The



Troilus a?ul Cressida. 441
The nobleft, hateful love, that e'er I heard of.

What bufinefs, lord, fo early I

ALne. I was lent for to the king •, but why, 1 know not.

Par. His purpofe meets you \ 'twas, to bring this

Greek

To Calcbas" houfe, and there to render him

(For the enfreed Anterior) the fair Crejfid.

Let's have your company ; or, if you pleafe,

Hafte thee before. I conftantly do think,

(Or rather call my thought a certain knowledge)

iMy brother "Troilus lodges there to night.

Roufe him, and give him note of our approach,

With the whole quality whereof, I fear,

We mail be much unwelcome.

JEne. That aflure you.

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece,

Than Crejfid bcrne from Troy.

Par. There is no help

;

The bitter difpofuion of the time

Will have it fo. On, lord, we'll follow you.

JEne. Good morrow all. [Exit.

Par. And tell me, noble Diomede-, tell me true,

Ev'n in the foul of good found fellow/hip,

Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen mod?
My felf, or Menelaus ?

Dio. Both alike.

He merits well to have her, that doth feek her,

(Not making any fcruple of herfoilure,)

With fuch a hell of pain, and world of charge.

And you as well to keep her, that defend her

(Not palating the tafte of her difhonour,)

With fuch a coftly lols of wealth and friends.

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up

The lees and dregs of 3 a flat tamed piece;

3 aflat tamed piece ;] / e. a piece of wine oat of which

the fpiric is all flown.

You,
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You, like a letcher, out of whorifh loins

Are pleas'd to breed out your inheritors :

Both merits pois'd, each weighs no lefs nor more,

But he as he, which heavier for a whore.

Par. You are too bitter to your Country-woman.

Dio. She's bitter to her Countiy : hear me, Paris,

For ev'ry falfe drop in her baudy veins

A Grecian's life hatli iunk ; for every fcruple

Of her contaminated carrion weight,

A Trojan hath been flain. Since me could fpeak,

She hath not giv'n fo many good words breath,

As, for her, Greeks and Trojans fuffcr'd death.

Par. Fair Diomede, you do as chapmen do,

Difpraife the thing that you defire to buy:

Bur we in filence hold this virtue well

;

4 We'll not commend what we intend not fell.

Here lyes our way. [Extwii.

SCENE II.

Cbavges to Pandarus'j Houfe.

Enter Trcilus and CrefTida.

Trci. 2"X EAR, trouble no:.your felfj the morn is

L* cold.

're. Then, iweet my lord, Pil call my uncle down :

[e fhaJJ unbolt the gates.

4 V/ell not comr/iend nubat five intend to fell.~\ But this is no:

liking like a chapman: for if it be the cuftcm forthe buyer to

difpraifcg it is the cuftom too for the fdRer ;o commend. There-
lore, i; Paris had an intention to fell Helen, he ihould, by this

rule, have commended her. But the truth was he had no fuch
'nteniion, and therefore did pruder.:iy not to commend her;

;.v.iv:.i (hews Shake/pear wrote,

Wjfll not commend nuihati^t intend not Jell,

i.e. what we intend not to if11. The Oxford Editor has thought
S: rb honour c&is paraphrafe by making i; the text.

IroL
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Troi. Trouble him not

To bed, to bed deep feal thofe pretty eyes,

And give as fofc attachment to thy fenfes,

As infants empty of all thought

!

Cre. Good morrow then.

Trot. I pr'ythee now, to bed.

Cre. Are you a weary of me?
Trot. O Creffida! but that the bufie day,

Wak'd by the lark, has rous'd the ribald crows,

And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer,

I would not from thee.

Cre. Nighc hath been too brief.

Trot. " BehVew the witch !
5 with venomous wights

" me ftays,

" Tedious as hell ; but flies the grafps of love,

" With wings more momentary-fwift than thought:

You will catch cold, and curfe me.

Cre. Pr'ythee, tarry—you men will never tarry—
0 foolim Creffida— I might have ftill held off,

And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's

one up.

Pan. [pithin.~\ What's all the doors open here ?

Trot. It is your uncle.

Enter Pandarus.

Cre. A peflilence on him! now will he be mocking;
1 mall have iuch a life

Pan. How now, how now ? how go maiden-heads ?

Hear you, maid; where's my coufin Creffida?

Cre. Go hang your (elf, you naughty mocking
uncle

:

You bring me to do and then you flout me too.

Pan. To do what ? to do what? let her lay, what:

What have I brought you to do ?

t; <Wtih venomous njoigbts/Be pa*;;,

Tedious as h?li\ ] i. e. wuh v, itches, who jerform their

venomous charms bv nigut.

OA
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Cre. Come, come, befhrew your heart; you'll

never be good ; nor fuffer others.

Pan. Ha, ha ! alas, poor wretch ; a poor Capoccbia,—~

haft: not flept to night? would he not (a naughty man)
let it fleep ? a bugbear take him ! [One knocks.

Cre. Did not I tell you ?
—

'would he were knock'd

o' th* head !—who's that at door?—good uncle, go
and fee!—my lord, come you again into my cham-
ber; you fmile and mock me, as if I meant
naughtily.

Troi. Ha, ha

Cre. Come, you are deceived, I thinkofnofuch thing.

How earneftly they knock—pray you, come in. \Knock.

I would not for half Trey have you feen here. [Exeunt.

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you

beat down the door; how now? what's the matter?

SCENE III.

Enter iEneas.

Mne. Good morrow, lord, good morrow.

Pan. Who's there? my lord JEneas? by my troth,

I knew you not ; what news with you fo early?

Mne. Is no: Prince Troths here ?

Pan. Here ! what mould he do here ?

Jfjie. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny him.

It doth import him much to fpeak with me.

Pan. is he here, lay you? 'tis more than I know,
I'll be fworn; for my own parr, I came in late: what
mould he do here?

Mne\ Pho! nay, then:—-come, come, you'll

do him wrong, ere y'are aware: you'll be fo true to

him, to be tails to him: do not you know of him,

but yet go fetch him hither, go.

\ si; Pandafus is going guL

Enter
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Enter Troilus.

Troi. How now ? what's the matter ?

JEne. My lord, I fcarce have Jeifure to falute you,

My matter is fo rafli : there is at hand

Paris your brother, and Deipbobus,

The Grecian Diomede, and our jintenor

Deliver'd to us; and for him forthwith,

Ere the firft facrifice, within this hour,

We muft give up to Dicmedes' hand

The lady CreJJida.

Troi. Is it concluded fo ?

JEne. By Priam, and the general State of Troy,

They are at hand, and ready to effecl: it.

Trci. How my atchievements mock me!
I will go meet them ; and (my lord sEneas)

We met by chance, you did not find me here.

Mne, Good, good, my lord ; (a) the fecreteft of

natures

Have not more gift in taciturnity, [Exeunt.

SCENE IV;

Enter Crefllda to Pandarus.

Pan. Is't poflible? no fooner got, but loft: the

Devil take Antenor! the young Prince will go mad :

a plague upon Anterior \ I would, they had brake's

neck.

Cre. How now ? what's the matter? who was here?

Pan. Ah, ah!

Cre. Why figh ycu fo profoundly? where s my
lord? gone! tell me, fweet uncle, what's the matter?

Pan. 'Would I were as deep under the earth, as I

am above!

Cre. O the Gods! what's the matter?

[(a) the fecretef: of natures. Oxford Editor Vujg.

the jeerels of nature.']

Pa:;.



T roil us cr.d Cressida.

P.: :, Pry thee, get thee in ; '.vc;'.:. z'r.ya hirnt

ne'er beer. b:rr. : I .-me-v, :;v;u vrbmmi: re his ce^m.
0 poor gentleman ! a plague upon Amtemor/—

Gv. Good uncle, I befeech you, on my knees, I

bei'eecb y:j, whit's me matter r

Thco moil begone, wench, thou muft be

gone: thou arc chang'd for Antemr\ thou mail go to

thy father, and be gone from Troihu : 'twill be his

ceith : 'mhi be bis bcr.e; he carmc: beir ::.

<L>r. O yc j immcrtoi Gobs ! I wm r.o: go.

Pa. Thou mufr.

Or. I xhl r.:t. or.cie : I've forgot my father,

1 know no touch of Confanguiniry :

N: kib, r.z :
.

" r.o foui to near me.

As z .z f.veet i~v;.h-;. C yob Gods divine !

Mike C v :.;': name :he very Crovrn c: rihnood,

If ever m ;- .'tm.-e 7 . Time, Force, br.c Death.

Do to this body what ex-ream? you can :

But :he itrer.g Bade arm 3mmihg cf my Love
Is as the very centre of the earth,

F - ir -
: . : : .: — go arm wefp,

F Do, do.

Cm. Trir my bright hair, bnd :::at:h my prahm
c.ieeiis.

Crack my clear voice with Jobs, and break my heart

... ib-nim.g ~ :;.'./. I'.: rrngj mom Jr?*. [Exrun:.

S C E N E V.

Before Baodanis'j Houfe.

L:.ir Farm T. 7.im. dEreas ;
D:iphc bus, An tenor,

:U Di^m edes.

Pum T T is grmt mormr.g ar.i the hour pre bus:

A Of her Delivery to this valiant Greek

Games faft upon us : good my brother Treats,
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Tell you the Lady what fhe is to do,

And hade her to the purpofe.

Troi. Walk into her houfe:

1*11 bring her to the Grecian prefently;

And to his hand when I deliver her,

Think it an altar, and thy brother Uroihis

A pried, there offering to it his heart.

Par. I know, what 'tis to love;

And 'would, as I (hall pity, I could help!

Pleafe you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

An Apartment in Pandarus^ Houfe.

Enter Pandarus and CrefTida.

Pan. ¥> E moderate, be moderate.

13 Cre. Why tell you me of moderation?

The grief is fine, full, perfect that I tafte,

And in its fenfe is no lefs ftrong, than That
Which caufeth it. How can I moderate it ?

If I could temporize with my affection,

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate,

The like allayment could I give my grief:

My love admits no qualifying drofs

:

Enter Troilus.

No more my grief, in fuch a precious Iofs.

Pan. Here, here, here he comes, a, fvrc-r

duck!

Cre. O Trottus* Tmlus

!

Pan. What a pair of fpectacles is here! let me
embrace too:

Oh heart, (as the goodly faying is ;)

O hearty O heavy heart,

JVhy Jigh'Ji thou without breaking ?

* where
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where he anfvvers again •,

Becau/e thou carffi net eafe thy fenart^

By /rie?;d/hip, nor by /peaking.

There was never a truer rhyme. 44 Let us caft away
" nothing, for we may live to have need of fuch a

" verfe; we fee it, we fee it. How now, lambs?

Trot. Crejfid, 1 love thee in fo ftrange a purity,

That the bleft Gods, as angry with my fancy,

(More bright in zeal than the devotion, which
Cold lips blow to their Deities) take thee from me.

Ore. Have the Gods envy ?

Pan. Ay, ay, 'tis too plain a cafe.

Cre. And is it true, that I muft go from Troy ?

Troi. A hateful truth !

Ore. What, and from Troilus too?

Trot. From Troy, and Troilus.

Cre. Is it poffible?

Trot. And fuddenly : while injury of chance

Puts back leave-taking, juftles roughly by

All time of paufe, rudely beguiles our lips

Of all rejeyndure, forcibly prevents

Our lock'd embraces, ftrangles our dear vows,

Ev'n in the birth of our own labouring breath.

We two, that with fo many thoufand fighs

Each other bought, muft poorly fell our felves

With the rude brevity and difcharge of one.

Injurious Time now, with a robber's hafte,

Crams his rich thiev'ry up, he knows not how.

As many fareweis as be ftars in heaven,

With diftinct breath and confign'd kifies to them,

He fumbies up all in one loole adieu

;

And fcants us with a pngle famifh'd kifs,

Diftafted with the fait or broken tears.

uEneas. [withm.] My lord, is the lady ready ?

Trot. Hark! you are call'd. Some fay, the Genius fo

Cries, come, to him that inllantly muft die.

Bid them have patience, fne mall come anon.

Pan.
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Pan. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind,

or my heart will be blown up by the root.

[Exit Pandarus.

Cre. I mud then to the Grecians?

Troi. No remedy.

Cre. A woeful Crejfid 'mongft the merry Greeks!

When fhall we fee again ?

Troi. Hear me, my love; be thou but true of

heart

Cre. I true ! how now ? what wicked Deem is

this ?

Troi. Nay, we mud ufe expoftulation kindly 3

For it is parting from us :

I fpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee :

For I will throw my Glove to Death himfelf,

That there's no maculation in thy heart;

But, be thou true, fay I, to fafhion in

My fequenc proteftation : be thou true,

And I will fee thee.

Cre. O, you ihall be exposed, my lord, to dangers

As infinite, as imminent: but, I'll be true.

Troi. And I'll grow friend with danger. Wear
this fleeve.

Cre. And you this glove. When mall I fee you ?

Troi. 1 will corrupt the Grecian Centinels

To give thee nightly vifitation.

But yet be true.

Cre. O heav'ns! be true, again?

Troi. Hear, why I fpeak it, love:

The Grecian youths are full of fubtle qualities,

They're loving, well compos'd, with gifts of nature

Flowing, and fwelling o'er wich arts and exercile ;

How novelties may move, and parts with peribn—«•

Alas, a kind of godly jealoufie

( Which, J befeech you, call a virtuous fin)

Makes me afraid.

Cre. O heav'ns, you love me not

!

Vor,. VII. Gg Tnu
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<froi. Die I a villain then !

—
In this, I do not call your faith in queftion

So mainly as my merit : I cannot fing,

Nor heel the high Lavolt nor fweeten talk ;

Nor play at iubtle games ; fair virtues all,

To which the Grecians arc moft prompt and pregnant

But I can tell, that in each grace of thefe

There lurks a ftill and dumb-difcourfive Devil,

That tempts moft cunningly : but be not tempted.

Cre. Do you think, I will ?

Troi. No.

But fomething may be done, that we will not

:

And (ometimes we are devils to our felves,

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers,

Prefuming on their changeful potency.

JEneas. [within.'] Nay, good my
t
lord,-

Trot. Come, kifs, and tet us part.

Paris, [within.] Brother Troilus,——
Troi. Good brother, come you hither,

And bring Mneas and the Grecian with you.

Cre. My lord, will You be true?

Troi. Who I ? alas, it is my Vice, my fault :

While others fifh, with craft, for great opinion %

I, with great truth, catch meer fimplicity.

While iome with cunning gild their copper crowns,

With truth and plainnefs i do wear mine bare.

Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit

Is plain and true, there's all the reach of it.

SCENE VII.

Enter JEneas, Paris, and Diomedes.

Welcome, Sir Biomede \ here is the lady,

Whom for Antenor we deliver you.

At the Port (lord) I'll give her to thy hand,

And by the way poffefs thee what fhe is.

Entreat her fair; and by my foul, fair Greeks
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If e'er thou Hand at mercy of my fwordj

Name Creffid, and thy life fliall be as fafe

As Priam is in Hion.

Bio. Lady Crejfid,

So pleafe you, Hive the thanks this Prince expeils

:

The luftre in your eye, heav'n in your cheek,

Pleads you fair ufage , and to Diomede

You mail be miftrefs, and command him wholly.

Troi. Grecian^ thou doft not ufe me courteoufly3
6 To fhame the zeal of my petition towards thee,

By praifing her. I tell thee, lord of Greece,

She is as far high-foaring o'er thy praifes,

As thou unworthy to be call'd her fervant.

I charge thee, ufe her well, even for my Charge jj

For by the dreadful Pluto^ if thou doft not,

(Tho* the great bulk Achilles be thy guard)

I'll cut thy throat.

Dio. Oh, be not mov'd, prince Troilus.

Let me be privileged by my place and meiTage,

To be a Speaker free. When I am hence,

I'll anfwer to my lift: and know, my lord,

I'll nothing do on Charge j to her own worth

She (hall be priz'd : but that you fay, be't fo 5

I'll fpeak it in my fpirit and honour—no 3

Troi. Come, to the Port— I'll tell thee, Dhmede
9

This Brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy head.

Lady, give me your hand—and, as we walk,

6 To Jhame the seal of my petition tovu'rds thee.

By fraifing her. ] Tojbame thc/eai of a petition is non-
ftnfe. Shakcjpear wrote,

To Jhame the zeal- —

•

and the fenfe i« this : Grecian, you ufe me difcourteoufly ; you
fee, I am a pajjionate lover, by my petition to you ; and there-

fore you mould not frame the zeal of it, by promifing to do
what I require of you, for the lake of her beauty: when, if you

had good manners, or a fer.fe of a lovers delicacy, you would

have promifed to do it in companion to his pangs and fiffir\ng$.

G g 2 Tq
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To our own felves bend we our needful talk.

{Sound trumpet.

Par. Hark, Heftor's trumpet!

jEne. How have we fpent this morning ?

The Prince muft think me tardy and remifs,

That fwore to ride before him in the field.

Par. 'Tis Troilus* fault. Come, come, to field with

him.

Dio. Let me make ready ftrait.

ALne. Yea with a bridegroom's frefh alacrity

Let us addrefs to tend on He&or*s heels

:

The Glory of our Troy doth this day lye

On his fair worth, and Tingle chivalry. [Exeunt.

SCENE VIII.

Changes to the Grecian Camp.

Enter Ajax armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus,

Menelaus, UlyfTes, Neftor, t$c

Aga. JJ ERE art thou in appointment frefli and

L~l fair,

Anticipating time with Parting courage.

Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy
9

Thou dreadful Ajax, that th' appalled air

May pierce the head of the great Combatant,

And hale him thither.

Ajax. Trumpet, there's my purfe ;

Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brazen pipe

:

Blow, villain, till thy fphered bias cheek

Out-fwell thecholick of puft Aquilon :

Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout

blood

:

Thou blow'ft for Heftor.

Uiyjf. No trumpet anfwers.

Achil 'Tis but early day.
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Aga. Is not yond* Diomede with Calcbas* daughter?

Ulyft 'Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate ;

He riles on his toe ; that fpiric of his

In afpiration lifts him from the earth.

Enter Diomede, with Crcffida.

Aga. Is this the lady Creffida ?

Bio. Ev'n fhe.

Age1
. Moft dearly welcome to the Greeks, fweet

lady.

Neft. Oar General doth falute you with a kifs.

Ulyf Yet is the kindnefs but particular

;

'Twere better, fhe were kifs'd in general.]

Nejl. And very courtly counfel: 1*11 begin.

So much for Neftor.

Achii I'll take that winter from your lips, fair lady:

Achilles bids you welcome.

Men. I had good argument for kiffing once.

Pair. But that's no argument for killing now

:

For thus pop'd Paris in his hardiment,

And parted, thus, you and your argument.

Ulyf. O deadly gall, and theme of all our fcorns,

For which we lofe our heads to gild his horns!

Pair. The firft was Menelaus* kifs—this mine—
Patroclus kifTes you.

Men. O, this is trim.

Pair. Paris and I kifs evermore for him.

Men. I'll have my kifs, Sir: lady, by your leave,—*

Cre. In kiffing do you render or receive?

Pair. Both take and give.

Cre. I'll make my match to live,

The kifs you take is better than you give;

Therefore no kifs.-

Men. I'll give you boot, Til give you three for one.

Cre. You are an odd man, give even, or give none.

Men. An odd man, lady? every man is odd.

G g 3
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Ori. No, Paris is not ; for you know, Vis true,

That you are odd, and he is even with you.

Mm. You 6I!ip me o' ta' head.

C No, iM be fwcrn.

Ufyf. It were no march, your nail againft his born :

May I, fweet lady, beg a kils of you ?

Cre. You may.

Uhf. I co defire it.

Ov. Why, beg then.

Ufyf. Why then, for Ferns' fake, give me a kils,

When Srjai is a maid again, and his

Cre. I am your debtor, claim it when 'tis due.

I
' Never's my day, and then a kils of you.

Ncft. A woman of quick fenfe !

D:: . L i :
;
~ 7 : m— I' : -

.
-
g you ro your Father.

[D:~-zdz Uci: cut Creiiivia.

Fie, fie upon her

!

z T r.ere's language in her eye, her cheek, her lip:
1 Nay, her foot fpeaks ; her wanton fpirits look out
; Ac every joint, 7 and motive of her body

:

6 O.i. th::e E:c:_-:;;:*i' Sd glib of tongue,
1 Tiey give a Cc /:ing welcome ere it comes;

d wide unclaJp the tables of their thoughts

3 every ticklifh reader : let them down
S^.^s :: Orpcrrurdry,

• Ar.i daughters o: :r.c Game. [Tr zxiit::^.

Enter KtS:::, Pz-.u Trciius, ^neif, Heicn_i,

ZV. Thz 7-; j?::' trumps:!

.:. Yenrer crimes me rroop.

z£«f. Hail, all the State of Greets! what fhail be

done

To him that Victory commands? Or co you purpcfe,

A Victor (hail be known ? will you, the Knights

Shall to the edge of all exrremiry

Pu:;-e
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^

Purfue each other, or mall be divided

By any voice, or order of the field ?

Heelor bade ask.

Jga. Which way would Heclor have it?

jEne. He cares not , he'll obey conditions.

AchiL * 'Tis done like Heclor, but Jecurely done,

A little proudly, and great deal milprizing

The Knight oppos'd.

JEne. If not Achilles
, Sir,

What is your name ?

AchiL If not Achilles, nothing.

ALne. Therefore, Achilles ; but whate'er, know this;

In the extremity of great and little

9 Valour and pride parcell thenVelves in Hetlor\

The one almoft as infinite as ail,

The other blank as nothing ; weigh him well

;

And That, which looks like pride, is courtefie.

This Ajax is half made of Heeler's blood,

In love whereof, half Heclor flays at ho; foe

;

Half heart, half hand, half Heffor, come to feek

This blended Knight, half Trojan and hair Greek.

AchiL A maiden- batele then? O, i perceive you.

Re-enter Diomede.

Aga. Here is Sir Diomede : go, gentle Knight,

Stand by our Ajax -

9 as you and lord JEneas

8 *Tis done like Heftor, but fecurely done,"] In the fenfe of the

latin, fecurus—-fecurus ad*ncdum de hello, animi fecuri homo. A
negligent fcxurity arifing from a contempt of the object oppofed.

q Valour and pride exc ei.l i bemj'elves in Hector ;] It is an

hian abfurdity to fay, that any thing can excel/ in the extremity

of little ; which- li : tie, too, is as blank as nothing. Without ticub:

Shake/pear wrote,

Valour and pride parcell them/elves in Heftor ;

f. e . divide themielves in Heelor in fuch a manner, that the one

is almoit infinite ; the other aimoit nothing. For the uie of (his

word we may fee Richard III.

• their ivoes are parcelled.
G g 4 Con*
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Confent upon the order of the fight,

So be :

r •, either to the uttermoft,

Or he a breath. The Comba :an ts bei ngr kin

Hai: flints their ftrifc before -their itrokes begin.

Ufyf. They are opposed already.

Aga. What Trj.m is that ibme, that looks Co

heavy ?

Ulyf The youngeft lor. of Priam, a true knight;
<s Not yet mature, yet matchlefs •, firm of word ;

€C Speaking in deeds, and deedlefs in his tongue;
6C Not ibon provok'd, nor, being provokM, foon

cairn'd ;

<c His heart and hand both open, and both free

;

6C For what he has, he gives ; what thinks, he fhews

;

cc Yet gives he not, 'tiii judgment guide his bounty j

^' Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath:

Manly as He&tr* but more dangerous

;

For UcEfor in his blaze of wrath fubferibes

To tender objects ; but he in heat of action

Js more vindicative than jealous love.

They call him TrcHus, ar.d on him erect

A fecond hope, as fairly built as Heffor.

Thus (ays JEneas, one that knows the youth

Ev'n to his inches ; and with private foul,

Pid in greac llicn thus tranflate him to me.

{Alarum. Hector and Ajaxfight.

SCENE IX.

~
Aga. They are in action.

Neft. Now, Ajax, hold thine own.

'Trot. H-ficr, thou fleep'ft, awake thee.

Aga. His blows are well difpos'd ; there, Ajax.

[Trumpets ccafe.

J)io. You mud no more.

ALnc. Princes, enough, fo pleafe you.

jfjax.
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Ajax. I am nor warm yet, let us fight again.

Dio. As Bettor pleafrs.

Heel. Why then, will I no more.

Thou art, great lord, my fkcWbr^s filler's fon$

A coufin-german to great. Priam's ted:

The obligation of our blood forbids

A gory emulation 'twixt us twain.

Were thy commixion Greek and Trojan fo,

That thou could'ft fay, this hand is Grecian all,

And this is Trojan; the finews of this leg

All Greek, and this all Trey ; my mother's blood

Runs on the dexter cheek, and this finilter

Bounds in my fire's : by Jove multipotenr,

Thou (hould'ft not bear from me a Greekijh member,
Wherein my fword had not imprerTure made
Of our rank feud : But the juft Gods gainfay,

That any drop thou borrow'ft from thy mother,

My facred aunt, fhould by my mortal fword

Be drain'd! Let me embrace thee, Ajax:

By him that thunders, thou haft lufty arms •,

Heclor would have them fall upon him thus.'

Coufin, all honour to thee! —
JjaXi I thank thee, Heclor!

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man

:

I came to kill thee, coufin, and bear hence

A great addition earned in thy death.

Heel,
1 Not Neoptolemus's Sire irafcible,

(On

i Not NTeop*olemus so mirable,
(On whofe bright creft, Fame, with her loud*ft O yes.

Cries, this is he ;) could promife to himfelf, &c] That is

to lay, You, an old veteran warrior, threaten to kill me, when
not theyoinig fin of Achilles (who is yet to fer<ve his apprentifage

in war, under the Grecian generals, and on that account called

Nsot1oA5/u©-) dare himfelf entertain fuch a thought. But Shake-

fpear meant another fort of man, as is evident from,

On whofe bright creji, Sec.

Which charafterifes one who goes foremoll and alone: and can

therefore
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(On whofe bright creft, Fame, with her loud' ft O yes,

Cries, this is he-,) could promife to himfelf

A thought of added honour torn from Heftor.

JEne. There is expectance here from both the fides,

What further you will do.

Heft. We'll anfwer it:

The iffiie is embracement : Ajax, farewel.

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find fuccefs,

(As ield I have the chance) I would defire

My famous coufm to our Grecian tents.

therefore fuit only one , which one was Achilles ; as Shake/pear

himfelf has drawn him,

The great Achilles, whom opinion crowns
The ftnew and the forehand of our HoJi>

And again,

Whofe glorious deeds hut in thefe fields of late

Made emulous mijjfons ''mongjl the Gods themfthves^

And drove greut Mars to faction.

And indeed the fenfe and i'pirk of" Hector 's fpeech requires that

the moft celebrared of his adverfaries mould be picked out to be

defied ; and this was Achilles, with wnom Heftor had his final

affair. We mint c onclude then that Shake/pear wrote,

Not Ne>ptolemus\r sire irascible
On ivbo/e bright creji

Irafcihle is an old fchool term, and is an epithet fuiting his cha-

racter, and the circumftances ne was then in.

Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer.

But our editor Mr. Theobald, by his obfeure diligence, had found

out that Wynken de Wzrde, in the old chronicle of The three de-

Jlruclions of Troy, introduces one Neoptolemus into the <en years

Quarrel, a perfoa diiiinct. from the fon of Achilles, and therefore

will have it, that Shake/pear here means no other than the Neopto-

lemus of this worthy chronicler. He was told, to no purpoie,

that this fancy was abfurd. For firft, Wynken s Neoptolemus is a

common-rate warrior, and fo delcribed as not to fie the chara&er

here given. Secondly, It is not to be imagined that the poet

should on this occafion make Hedor refer to a cnaracler not in the

play, and never fo much as mentioned on any other occafion.

Thirdly, Wynhcns Neoptclemus is a warrior on (he Trojan fide,

,-and flain by Achilles. But Hedor muft need; mean by one who
could promife a thought of added honour torn from him, a warrior

amongil hi 5 enemies on the Grecian fide.
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Bio. 'Tis Agamemnorts wifh, and great Achilles

Doth long to fee unarm 'd the valiant Heclor.

Heel. Mneas, call my brother Troilus to me

:

And fignifie this loving interview

To the expe&ors of our Trojan part

:

Defire them home. Give me thy hand, my Coufin:

I will go eat with thee, and fee your Knights.

Agamemnon and the reft of the Greeks comeforward.

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here.

Heel. The worthier! of them tell me name by
name ;

But for Achilles , mine own fearching eyes

Shall find him by his iarge and portly fize.

Aga. Worthy of arms ! as welcome, as to one
That would be rid of fuch an enemy ;

But that's no welcome : underftand more clear,

What's paft and what's to come is ftrew'd with husks

And formlefs ruin of Oblivion.

But in this extant moment, faith and troth,

Strain'd purely from all hollow bias-drawing,

Bids thee with mofl divine integrity,

From heart of very heart, great Heclor, welcome.
Heel. I thank thee, molt imperious Agamemnon.

Aga. My wcll-fam'd lord of Troy\ no Jefs to you.

[To Troilus.

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother's

Greeting,

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither.

Heel. Whom muft we anfwerf

AEne. The noble Menelaus.

Heel. O—-you, my lord—by Mars his gauntlet,

thanks.

Mock not, that I affect th' untraded oath ;

Your quondam wife fwears (till by Venus'* glove ;

She's well, but bade me not commend her to you.

Men. Name her not now, Sir, me's a deadly theme.
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E:2. O. pardon I offend.

fcjt.
6

I have, thou gallant Trcjr.r, feen thee off,

* Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way
* Through ranks cf Grethjb youth \ and I have Teen

tr.ee,

* As hot as Perfeus, fpur thy Pbryghn freed,

* Bravely defpifing forfeits and fabdudrncnts,

* When thou had hung thy advanc'd fword i'th'air,

* No: letting ;: decline en the dtclm'd :

c That I have faid unto my (landers-by,
c Lo, J:^i:er is yonder, dealing lire !

A: d I have feen thee paufe, and take thy breath,

When that a Ring of Gr::h: have hem'd thee in,

Like an Oyvpian wreiliing. This I've feen :

EL: this thy countenance, itill lock'd in Reel,

I never law 'till now. I knew thy Grandfire,

And once fought with him \ he was a foktier good :

But by great Afcrv, the Captain of us all,

Never l>:e thee. Let an old man embrace thee,

Arc, worthy warrior, w-icome to our tents.

JEne.
5
Tis the old Neftor.

H:If. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle,

That haft fo long walk'd hand in hand with time :

Mo:: reverend y^:r
s

I am glad to clafp thee.

2V5jfc I would, my arms could match thee in con-

tention,

As they contend with thee in courtefie.

Heff. I would, they could.

Ncfi. By this white beard, I'd fight with thee to

morrow.
V.V, welcome, welcome I have feen the time

Ufyf. I wonder now how yonder city (lands,

"YVnen we have here the bafe and pillar by us.

Heft. I know your favour, lord UlrJJ~fs9 well.

Ah, Sir, t iere's many a Greek and Trzjan dead,

Since firtf1 (aw your felf and Dionudc

In on your Gre-:h . embafne.

ITV1



T roil us and Cress id a.

Ulyf. Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue :

My prophefie is but half his journey yet

;

For yonder walls, that pertly front your town,

Yond towers, whofe wanton tops do buis the clouds,

Mull ki Is their own feet.

Heel. I mull not believe you :

There they (land yets and, modeftly I think,

The fall of every Phrygian (lone will coft

A drop of Grecian blood ; the end crowns all i

And that old common Arbitrator, Time,

Will one day end it.

Ulyf. So to him we leave it.

Molt gentle, and mod valiant Heelor^ welcome -

3

After the General, I befeech you next

To feaft with me, and fee me at my Tent.

Achil. I (hall forcftal thee, lord Ulyfjes; thou!

Now, Heelor, I have fed mine eyes on thee ;

I have with exact view perus'd thee, Heeler^

And quoted joint by joint.

Heel. Is this Achilles ?

Acini. I am Achilles.

Heel. Stand fair, I pr'ythee, let me look on thee.

Achil Behold thy fill.

Heti. Nay, I have done already.

Achil. Trio j art too brief. I will the fecond time,

As I would buy thee, view thee, limb by limb.

Heel. O, like a book of fport thou'lt read me o'er

:

But there's more in me, than thou underftand'ft.

Why doff thou fo opprefs me with thine eye ?

Achil. Tell me, you heav'ns, in which part of his

body
Shall I deftroy him ? whether there, or there,

That I may give the local wound a name ;

And make diitincr. the very breach, where- out

Heeler
9

* great fpirit flew. Anfwer me, heav'ns

!

Heel. It would difcredit the bleft Gods, proud man,
To anfwer fiich a queftion : ftand again.—

Think'ft
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Think'ft thou to catch my life fo pleafantly,

As to prenominate, in nice conjecture,

Where thou wilt hit me dead ?

Acbil. I tell thee, yea.

He&. Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo,

Td not believe thee : henceforth guard thee well,

For I'll not kill thee there, nor there, nor there;

But, by the forge that ftythied Ivlars his helm,

P1J kill thee every where, yea, o'er and o'er.

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me this brag,

His inlblence draws folly from my lips

;

But I'il endeavour deeds to match thefe words,

Or may I never

Ajax. Do not chafe thee, coufin \

And you, Achilles, let thefe threats alone,

'Till accident or purpofe bring you to't.

You may have ev'ry day enough of HeRor,

If you have ftomacii. The general State, I fear,

Can fcarce intreat you to be odd with him.

Heel. I pray you, let us fee you in the field

:

We have had pelting wars fince you refus'd

The Grecian? caufe.

Achil. Doft thou intreat me, Heeler?

To morrow do I meet thee, fell as death •>

To night, all friends.

Heel. Thy hand upon that match.

Aga. Firft, all you Peers of Greece, go to my Tent,

There in the full convive you ; afterwards,

As Heeler's leifure and your bounties fhail

Concur together, feverally intreat him
To tafte your bounties : let the trumpets blow ;

Tnat this great foidier may his welcome know.
[Exeunt

.

SCENE
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Manent Troilus and Uly fTes.

Troi. My lord Ufyffes, tell me, I befeech you,

In what place of the field doth Calchas keep?

Ufyf. At Menelaus* Tent, mod princely Troilus ;

There Diumede doth feaft with him to night

;

Who neither looks on heav'n, nor on the earth,

But gives all gaze and bent of am'rous view

On the fair Crtffid.

Troi. Shall 1, fweet lord, be bound to thee fo

much,

After you part from dgamemnon's Tent,

To bring me thither ?

Uiyf. You fhall command me, Sir :

As gently tell me, of what honour was

This Creffida in Troy ; had (he no lover there,

That wails her abience ?

Troi. O Sir, to fuch as boafting (hew their fears,

A mock is due. Will you walk on, my lord ?

She was belov'd, (he lov'd ; fhe is, and dorh:

But, (till, fweet love is food for fortune's tooth.

{Exeunt*

ACTV. SCENE I.

Before Achilles'* Tent, in the Grecian Camp,

Enter Achilles and Patroclus.

Achilles.
1 'LL heat his blood with Greekifh wine to nighf,

1 Which with my fcimitar I'll cool to morrow.
Patroclus, let us feafc him to the height.

Patr. Kere comes Thcrfites.

Enter
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Enter Therfites.

Achil. How now, thou core of envy ?

Thou crufty batch of Nature, what's the news ?

Ther. Why, thou picture of what thou feem'ft,

and idol of ideot-worfhippers, here's a letter for thee.

Achil. From whence, fragment ?

Ther. Why, thou full dilh of fool, from Troy.

Pair. Who keeps the tent now?
Ther. The furgeon's box, or the patient's wound.
Pair. Well faid, adverfity ; and what need thefe

tricks ?

Ther. Pr'ythee, be filent, boy, I profit not by thy

talk ; thou art thought to be Achilles'* male-varlet.

Pair. Male-varlet, you rogue ? what's that?

Ther. Why, his mafculine whore. Now the rotten

dileafes of the fouth, guts-griping, ruptures, catarrhs,

loads o' gravel i'th* back, lethargies, cold palfies, raw

eyes, dirt-rotten livers, wheezing lungs, bladders full

of impofthume, fciatica's, lime-kilns i'th* palme, in-

curable bone-ach, and the rivell'd fee-fimple of the

tetter, take and take again fuch prepofterous dis-

coveries.

Pair. Why, thou damnable box of envy, thou,

what meaneft thou to curfe thus ?

Ther. Do I curfe thee ?

Pair. Why, no, you ruinous butt, you whorfon in-

diftinguifhable cur.

Ther. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou

idle immaterial skein of fiey'd filk, thou green farcenet

flap for a fore eye, thou taflel of a prodigal's purle,

thou ? Ah, how the poor world is pefter'd with fuch

water-flies, diminutives of Nature.

Pair. Out, gall !

Ther Finch-egg

!

Achil. My fweec Paircclus, I am thwarted quite

From my great purpofe in to morrow's battle

:

Here
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Here is a letter from Queen Hecuba ,

1 A token from her daughter, my fair love,

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep

An oath that I have fworn. I will not break itj

Fall Greek, fail fame, honour, or go, or flay,

My major vow lyes here; this I'll obey.

Come, come, Tberjites, help to trim my tent,

This night in banqueting muft all be fpent.

Away, Patroclus. [Ex.
T'ber. With too much blood, and too little brain,

thele two may run mad : but if with too much brain,

and too little blood, they do, I'll be a curcr of mad-
I len. Here's Agamemnon, an honcft fellow enough,
md one hat loves quails, but he hath not fo much
jrain asear-waX; *and the goodly transformation of

Jupiter there, his brother, the bull, the primitive

ftatue, and obelisquc memorial of cuckolds ; a thrifty

(hooing-horn in a chain, hanging at his brother's leg

;

to

1 A token from her daughter 3cc.]3This is a circumftance taken

from the (lory-book of the three deftrudtions of "Troy. Oxford
Editor.

2 And the goodly transformation of Jupiter there, his brother,

the bull, the primitive Jiatue, and o b L I qjj e memorial of
cuckolds ;] He calls Menelaus the transformation of Jupiter, that

is, as himfclf explains it, the bull, on account of his horns*

which he had as a cuckold. This cuckold he calls the primitive

Jiatue of cuckolds ; i. e. his ftory had made him fo famous, thar

he flood as the great archetype of this charafter. But ho.v was he

an oblique memorial of cuckolds ? can any thing be a more direel

memorial of cuckolds, than a cuckold? and fo the foregoing

character ofhis being the primitive Jiatue of them plainly implies.

To reconcile thefe two contradictory epithets therefore we Ihould

read,
—and o b E LI s Qjr E memorial of cuckolds.

He is reprefented as one who would remain an eternal monument
of his wife's infidelity. And how could this be better done than

by calling him an obelifque memorial? of all human edifices the

moft durable. And the fentence rifes gradually, and properly from
a Jiatue to an obeli/gut. To this the editor Mr. Theobald replies,

that the bull is called the primitive Jiatue : by which he only

Vo l. VII, M h givetk
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to what form, but that he is, fhould wit larded with

malice, and malice forced with wit, turn him? to an

afs were nothing, he is both afs and ox \ to an ox

were nothing, he is both ox and afs ; to be a dog, a

mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an owl, a

puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would not

care : but to be Menelaus, I would confpire againft

Deftiny. Ask me not what I would be, if I were

not Therfites \ for I care not, to be the lowfe of a

lazar, fo I were not Menelaus*

Hey-day, fpirits and fires !

SCENE EE.

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, UlyfTes,
;

Neftor, ^//iDiomede, with lights.

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong.

Ajax* No, yonder 'tis; there, where we fee the

light.

Heft* I trouble you.

Ajax. No, not a whit.

Enter Achilles.

TJlyf. Here comes himfelf to guide you.

Achil. Welcome, brave Heftor; welcome, Princes all.

Aga. So, now fair Prince of Troy, I bid good
night.

Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you;

Heft* Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks*

General.

Men* Good night, my lord.

giveth us to underftand, that he knoweth not the difference between
the Englijh articles a and the. But by the bull is meant Menelaus

;

which title Therfites gives him again afterwards—7£i cuckold and
the cuckold- maker are at it—the bull has the game.—But the

Oxford Editor makes quicker work with the term oblique, and
alters it to antique, and fo all the difficulty's evaded.

Belt.
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Heft. Good night, fweet lord Mcnclaus.

Ther. Sweet draught fweet, quoth a—fweet

fink, fweet fewer.

AchiL Good night, and welcome, both at once, to

Thofe
That go or tarry.

Aga. Good night.

AchiL Old Neftor tarries, and you too, Diomede,

Keep Heclor company an hour or two.

Dio. I cannot, lord, I have important bufinefs,

The tide whereof is now ; good night, great Heclor,

Heel. Give me your hand.

Ulyf. Follow his torch, he goes to Calchas' tent :

I'll keep you company. \Yo Troilus.

>2roi. Sweet Sir, you honour me.
Heel. And fo, good night.

AchiL Come, come, enter my tent. [Exeunt.

Ther. That fame Diomede's a falfe-hearted rogue, a

mod unjuft knave : I will no more truft him when he

leers, than I will a ferpent when he hides : he will

fpend his mouth and promife, like Brabler the hound

;

but when he performs, aftronomers foretel it, that it

is prodigious, there will come fome change : the Sun
borrows of the Moon, when Diomede keeps his word.

I will rather leave to fee Heclor^ than not to dog him:

they fay, he keeps a Trojan drab, and ufes the traitor

Calchas his tent. I'll after Nothing but letchery

;

all incontinent varlets. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

Changes to Calchas'i Tent.

Enter Diomede.

Dio. \\/HAT are you up here, ho ? fpeak.W Cal. Who calls?

J)io. Diomede ; Calchas I think 5 where's your

daughter ?

H h 2 Cal
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CaL She comes to you.

Enter Troilus and Ulyfifes, after them Thcrfites.

Ulyf. Stand where the torch may not difcover us.

Enter Creflida.

Trot. Creffid come forth to him ?

Dio. How now, my charge?

Cre. Now, my fweet guardian ; hark, a word with

you. [Whifpers.

Jroi. Yea, fo familiar?

Ulyf, She will fing to any man at firft fight.

Tber. And any man may fing to her, if he can take

her cliff. She's noted.

Dio. Will you remember ?

Cre. Remember ; yes.

Dio. Nay, but do then ; and let your mind be

coupled with your words.

Trot, What fhould fhe remember ?

Ulyf. Lift,

. Cre. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to

folly.

Tber. Roguery——

-

Dio. Nay, then-

Cre. Pll tell you what.

Dio. Pho ! pho ! come, tell a pin, you are a for-

fworn-

Cre. In faith, I can't : what would you have me do ?

'Tber. A jugling trick, to be fecretly open.

Dio. What did you fwear you would beftow on me ?

Cre. 1 pr'ythee, do not hold me to mine oath 5

Bid me do any thing but that, fweet Greek.

Dio. Good night.

Troi. Hold, patience

Ulyf. How now, Trojan?

Cre. Diomedey

Dio. No, no, good night: 111 be your fool no
more.

Trot.
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Trot. Thy Better muft.

Cre. Hark, one word in your ear.

Trot. O plague, and madnefs!

Uiyf You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, I

pray you,

Left your difpleafure mould enlarge itfelf

To wrathful terms : this place is dangerous

;

The time right deadly : I befeech you, go.

Troi. Behold, I pray you- -

Ulyf. Good my lord, go off

:

You fly to great diftradtion : come, my lord.

Trot, I pr'ythee, ftay.

Ulyf. You have not patience ; come.

Trot. I pray you, ftay ; by hell, and by hell's

torments,

I will not fpeak a word.

JDio. And fo, good night.

Cre. Nay, but you part in anger ?

Troi. Doth that grieve thee ? O wither'd truth!

Ulyf Why, how now, lord ?

Troi. By Jovey I will be patient.

Cre. Guardian—why Greek -

Dio. Pho, pho, adieu ! you palter.

Cre. In faith I do not : come hither once again.

Ulyf You make, my lord, at fomething; will

you go ?

You will break out.

Troi. She ftrokes his cheek.

Ulyf Come, come.

Troi. Nay, ftay -

y by Jove, I will not fpeak a word,

There is between my will and all offences

A guard of patience : ftay a little while.

Ther. How the devil luxury with his fat rump and
potato finger tickles thefe together] fry, letchery,

iry !

Dio. But will you then ?

Cre. In faith, I will, la ; never truft me elfej

H h 5 Di9,
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Bio. Give me fome token for the furety of it.

Cre. I'll fetch you one. [Exit.

Ulyf You have fworn patience.

Troi. Fear me not, fweet lord,

I will not be myfelf, nor have cognition

Of what I feel: I am all patience.

SCENE IV.

Re-enter Crefllda.

Ther. Now the pledge now, now, now.
Cre. Here, Diomede, keep this fieeve.

Troi. O beauty! where's thy faith ?

Ulyf. My lord,

Troi. I will be patient, outwardly, I will.

Cre. You look upon that fieeve; behold it well

He lov'd me:—O falfe wench!—Give't me again.

Bio. Whole was't ?

Cre. It is no matter, now I have't again.

I will not meet with you to morrow night:

I pr'ythee, Biomede, vim me no more.

Tiber. Now me lharpens : well faid, whetftone.

Bio. I mall have it.

Cre. What, this?

Bio. Ay, that.

Cre. O, all ye Gods! O pretty, pretty pledge;

Thy matter now lyes thinking in his bed

Of thee and me, and fighs, and takes my glove,

And gives memorial dainty kifTes to it :

As 1 kifs thee. [Diomedes[natches theJleeve.

Nay, do not match it from me

:

He, that takes that, mutt take my heart withal.

Bio. I had your heart before, this follows it.

2"roi. I did iwear patience.

Cre. You mall not have it, Biomede : faith, you

mail not

:

I'll grve you fomething elfe.

Bio.
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Dio. I will have this : whofe was it ?

Cre. 'Tis no matter.

Dio. Come, tell me whofe it was ?

Cre. 'Twas one that lov'd me better than you will.

But, now you have it, take it.

Dio. Whofe was it ?

Cre. 3 By all Diana's waiting-women yonder,

And by herfelf, I will not tell you whofe.

Dio. To morrow will I wear it on my helm,
And grieve his fpirit, that dares not challenge it.

Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor'it it on thy

horn,

It mould be challengM

Cre. Well, well, 'tis done, 'tis "pad ; and yet it

is not

I will not keep my word.

Dio, Why then, farewel.

Thou never (halt mock Diomede again.

Cre. You mail not go j one cannot fpeak a

word,

But it (traight ftarts you.

Dio. I do not like this fooling.

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto: but that that likes not you,

pleafes me belt.

Dio. What, mall I come ? the hour ?

Cre. Ay, come :—O Jove /—do> come :
——

I mail be plagued,

Dio. Farewel 'till then. [Exit,

Cre. Goodnight: I pr'ythee, come.

TnoiluSj farewel -

9 one eye yet looks on thee,

But with my heart the other eye doth fee.

Ah, poor our fex! this fault in us 1 find,

The error of our eye directs our mind.

What error leads, mult err : O then conclude,_

Minds fway'd by eyes are full of turpitude. [Exit.

3 By aH Diana' j wditfng-ntiomen yUnder;] r. e. the liars which

fhe points to.

H h 4 SCENE
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S C E N E V.

Tla\ A proof of ftrength fhe could not publifk

more

Unkfi fhe fay, my mind is now turn'd where,

L'V/i All's done, my lord.

Tret. It is.

LTv ] Why (lay we then ?

TroL To make a recordation to my foul,

Of every fyl!ab!e that here was fpoke :

But if I tell how thefe two did co-act,

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth f

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart,

An efperance ib obftmacdj ftrong,

That doth invert th' atteft of eyes and ears;

As if tho'e organs hid deceptious functions,

Created on.'v to calumniate.

Was Cr#: "here?

l~\
r
. 1 canno: conjure, Trojan*

Trot. She was no:, fure.

U.yf. Mod fure, fhe was.

•7 ;;. Why, my negation hath no tafte of madnefs.

JJhf. Nor mine, my lord: Crcffid was here but now.
Tret. Let it not be believ'd, for woman-hood!

Think, ve had mothers; do not give advantage

To It ub born crkicks, apt, without a theme
For depravation, to iquare ail the lex

By Cr-Jis'i rule. Rather think this not CreffJ.

Ur '. What hath fhe done, Prince, that can foil our

mothers I

T'rx. Nothing at all, unlefs that this was fhe.

Ti er. Will he fwagger himfelf out of his own eyes r

STm. This fhe r no, this is Biomedcs Creffida.

[f beauty nave a IojI, this is not fhe:

If fouls guide vows, if vows are fanctimony,

I: farvftuT.onv be the Gods' delight,

If
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if there be rule in unity itfelf,

This is not fhe. O madnels of difcourfe

!

That caufe fets up with and againft thy fell

!

Bi-fold authority !
4 where reafon can revolt

Without perdition, and lofs aflame all reafon

Without revolt. This is, and is not, Creffid.

Within my foul there doth commence a fight

Of this ftrange nature, that a thing infeparate

Divides far wider than the sky and earth ;

And yet the fpacious breadth of this divifion

Admits no orifice for a point, as fubtle

As flight Aracbnfs broken woof to enter.

Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as Pluto's gates

!

CreJJld is mine, tied with the bonds of heav'n-,

Inftance, O inftance, ftrong as heav'n itfelf!

The bonds of heav'n are flip'd, diflblv'd and loos'd:

And with another knot five-finger-tied,

The fractions of her faith, ores of her Jove,

The fragments, fcraps, the bits, and greafie reliques

Of her o'er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomede.

Ulyf. May worthy 'Troilus be half attach'd

With that which here his paflion does exprefs?

Troi. Ay, Greek, and that fhall be divulged well;

In characters, as red as Mars his heart

Inflam'd with Fenus—ne'er did young man fancy

With fo eternal, and fo fix'd a foul

Hark, Greek, as much as I do Creffid love,

So much by weight hate I her Diomede.

That fleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his helm :

Were it a cask compos'd by Vulcan s skill,

My fword Ihould bite it: not the dreadful fpout,

Which (hip-men do the hurricano call,

4 nxhere reafon can revolt

Without perdition, and lofs affume all reafon

Without revolt. ] A miferable expreflion of a quaint

thought, That to be unreafonable in love is reafonable ; and to

be reafonable, unreafonable. Perdition and lofs are both ufed in

the very fame fenfe, r.nd that an odd one, to fignify unreufonabh-
ntjs.

Con-
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Conftring'd in mafs by the almighty Sun,

Shall dizz/ with more clamour Neptune's ear

In his defcent, than fhall my prompted fword

Falling on Diomede.

Ther. He'll tickle it for his concupy.

Troi. O Crefftd !O falfe Creffid! falfe, falfe, falfe

!

Let all untruths (land by thy ftained name.

And they'll feem glorious.

Ulyf. O* contain yourfelf:

Your paflion drav/s ears hither.

Enter iEneas.

Mne. I have been fecking you this hour, my lord,

Heftor, by this, is arming him in Troy.

Ajax, your guard, (lays to conduct you home.
Troi. Have with you, Prince j my courteous lord,

adieu.

Farewel, revolted fair : and, Diomede,

Stand faft, and wear a caftle on thy head

!

Ulyf. 1 11 bring you to the gates.

Troi. Accept diftradted thanks.

[Exeunt Troilus, /Eneas, and UlyfTes;

Ther.
5Would, I could meet that rogue Diomede^ I

would croak like a raven: I would bode, I would
bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the intel-

ligence of this whore : the parrot will do no more for

an almond, than he for a commodious drab : letchery,

letchery, ftill wars and letchery, nothing elfe holds fa-

fnion. A burning devil take them ! [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE VI.

Changes to the Palace of Troy.

Enter Hector and Andromache.

And. \T7HEN was my iordfo much ungentlyW temper'd,

To (top his ears againft admonifhment?

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to day.

Heft. You train me to offend you ; get you gone;

By all the everlafting Gods, I'll go.

And. My dreams will, lure, prove ominous to day.

Heft. No more, I fay.

Enter CafTandra.

Caf. Where is my brother Heftor?

And. Here, fitter, arm'd, and bloody in intent

:

Confort with me in loud and dear petition

;

Purfue we him on knees > for I have dreamt

Of bloody turbulence and this whole night

Hath nothing been but fhapes and forms of Daughter-'

Caf. O, 'tis true.

Heft. Ho ! bid my trumpet found.

Caf, No notes of fally, for the heav'ns, fvveet brother.

Heft. Be gone, I fay : the Gods have heard me fwear.

Caf. " The Gods are deaf to hot and peeviih
M vows

;

44 They are polluted offerings, more abhorr'd
" Than fported livers in the facriiice.

And. O! be perfwaded, do not count it holy

To hurt by being jufi it were as lawful

For us to count we give what's gain'd by thefts,

And rob in the behalf of charity.

Caf. It is the purpofe that makes ftrong the vow

;

But vows to every purpofe mufc not hold :

Unarm, {weetHeftor.

Heft.
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Heel. Hold you (till, I fay;

Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate;

Life every man holds dear, but the brave man
Holds honour far more precious-dear than life.

Enter Troilus.

How now, young man •, mean'ft thou to fight to day?

And. Cajandra, call my father to perfwade.

[Exit CafTandra.

Heft. No, faith, young Troilus ; doff thy harnefs,

youth

:

I am to day i' th' vein of chivalry :

Let grow thy finews till their knots be ftrong,

And tempt not yet the brumes of the war.

Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy,

I'll Hand, today, for thee, and me, and Troy.

Troi. Brother, you have a vice of mercy in you ;

Which better fits a Hon, than a man.

Heft. What vice is that? good Troilus, chide mc
for it.

Troi.
6 When many times the caitiff Grecians fall,

Ev'n in the fan and wind of your fair fvvord,

You bid them rife, and live.

Heft. O, 'tis fair play.

Troi. Fools play, by Heaven, Heftor.

Heft. How now ? how now ?

Troi. For love of all the Gods,

Let's leave the hermit Pity with our mothers

;

And when we have our armour buckled on,

The venom'd vengeance ride upon our fwords,

Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth.

6 When mauy times the captive Gr. t ansfa//,] This read-

ing foppofes Hecior infuhing over his captives, which is not

Troths s meaning : who is here fpeaking or Hector's ac"tions in the

field. Without doubt Shakefpear wrote,

When mar.y times the caitiff Grecians fail,

i. e. daftardly Grecians ; a character natural for the fpeaker to

give them, and jultifkd by his account of them.

Heft.
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Heft. Fie, favage, fie!

Jroi. Heftory thus 'tis in wars.

Heft. Troilus, I would not have you fight to day.

Troilus. Who mould with-hold me?
Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars
Beckoning with fiery truncheon my retire

;

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees,

Their eyes o'er-galled 7 with recourfe of tears

;

Nor you, my brother, with your true fword drawn
Oppos'd to hinder me, mould flop my way,
But by my ruin.

SCENE VII.

Enter Priam and Caffandra.

Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fad

:

He is thy crutch ; now if thou lofe thy Stay,

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee,

Fall all together.

Priam. Heftor, come, go back

:

Thy wife hath dreamt \ thy mother hath had vifions }

Cajjandra doth forefee ; and I myfelf

Am, like a prophet, fuddenly enrapt

To tell thee, that this day is ominous:

Therefore come back.

Heft. Mneas is a-field,

And I do ftand engag'd to many Greeks,

Ev'n in the faith of valour, to appear

This morning to them.

Priam. But thou fhalt not go.

Heft. I muft not break my faith

:

You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir,

Let me not mame refpe&j but give me leave

To take that courfe by your confent and voice,

Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam.

7 ' recourfe of tears ;] i, e. tears that continue to

courfe one another down the face.

Caf.
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Caf. O, Priam^ yield not to him.

And. Do not, dear father.

Heft. Andromache^ I am offended with you.

Upon the love you bear me, get you in. [Exit And;

Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fuperftitious girl

Makes all thefe bodements.

Caf. O farewe!, dear Heftor :

Look, how thou died ; look, how thy eyes turn pale!

Look, how thy wounds do bleed at many vents

!

Hark, how Troy roars ; how Hecuba cries out

;

How poor Andromache flirills her dolour forth !

Behold, diffraction* frenzy and amazement,

Like witlefs anticks, one another meet,

And tilery, Heftor, Heftor*s dead \ O Heftorf

Troi. Away! -Away!

Caf Farewel : yet, foft : Heftor, I take my leave 5

Thou do'ft thyfelf and all our Troy deceive. [Exit.

Heft. You arc amaz'd, my liege, at her exclaim :

Go in and cheer the town, we'll forth and fight.;

Do deeds worth praife, and tell you them at night.

. Priam. Farewel : the Gods with fafety ftand about

thee! [Alarum.

Troi. They're at it, hark : proud Diomede, believe,

I come to lofe my arm, or win my fleeve.

SCENE YJir.

Enter Pandarus.

Pan. Do you hear, my lord, do you hear ?

Troi. What now ?

Pan. Here's a letter come from yond poor girl.

Troi. Let me read.

Pan. A whorfon ptifick, a whorfon rafcally ptifick

fo troubles me and the foolifh fortune of this girl, and
what one thing and what another, that I fhall leave

you one o' thefe days 5 and I have a rheum in mine eyes

too, and fuch an ach in my bones that unlefs a man were

curft,
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curd, I cannot tell what to think on't. What fays

me, there?

itroi. Words, words, meer words; no matter from
the heart:

Th' effect doth operate another way. [Twring the letter.

Go, wind to wind ; there turn and change together

:

My love with words and errors ftill flie feeds ;

But edifies another with her deeds.

Pan. Why, but hear you

Troi. Hence, brothel-lacquey ! ignominy and fhame
Purfue thy life, and live ay with thy name ! [Exeunt*

SCENE IX.

Changes to the Field between Troy and the Camp,

[Alarum^ Enter Therfites.

J'^r.^T OW they are clapper-clawing one another,

lN 111 go look on : that diffembling abomina-

ble varlet, Diomede, has got that fame fcurvy, doating,

foolim young knave's fleeve ofTrey, there, in his helm

:

I would fain fee them meet ; that, that fame young
Trojan aft, that loves the whore there, might fend

that Greehjh whore-mafter villain, with the fleeve, back

to the difTembling luxurious drab, of a fleevelefs Errant.

O'th* other fide, the policy of thofe crafty (a) fneering

rafcals, that Hale old moufe-eaten dry cheefe Neftor 9

and that fame dog-fox Ulyjfes, is not prov'd worth a

black-berry.—They fet me up in policy that mungril

cur Ajax> againft that dog of as bad a kind, dchilles.

And now is the cur Jjax prouder than the cur Achilles ,

and will not arm to day : whereupon the Grecians

begin to proclaim barbarifm, and policy grows into

an ill opinion.

[ (a) fneering. Mr. Theobald——Vulg. /wearing.']

Enter



Troilus and Cressida.

Enter Diomede and Troilus.

Soft—here comes fleeve, and t'other.

Troi. Fly not ; for fhould'ft thou take the river Styx,

I would fwim after.

Dio. Thou doft mifcall Retire :

I do not fly 5 but advantageous care

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude ;

Have at thee / [They go off^ fighting.

Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian ; now for thy whore,

Trojan : now the fleeve, now the fleeve, now the fleeve

!

SCENE X.

Enter Hector.

Heft. What art thou, Greek! art thou for HeElor\

match ?

Art thou of blood and honour?

Ther. No, no: I am a rafcal ; a fcurvy railing

knave ; a very filthy rogue.

Heel. I do believe thee—live. [Exit.

Ther. God o' mercy, that thou wilt believe me ;

but a plague break thy neck for frighting me! What's

become of the wenching rogues ? 1 think, they have

fwallowed one another. I would laugh at that miracle

—

yet, in a fort, letchery eats it felf : 1*11 feek them. [Exit.

Enter Diomede and Servant.

Dio. Go, go, my fervant, take thou Troilus* norfe*

Prefent the fair Steed to my lady CreJJid

:

Fellow, commend my fervice to her beauty :

Tell her, I have chaftis'd the amorous Trojany

And am her knight by proof.

Ser. I go, my lord.

SCENE
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SCENE XL
Enter Agamemnon.

Aga. Renew, renew : the fierce Polydaman

Hath beat down Menon : * baftard Margarelon

Hath Doreus prifoner,

And (lands ColoJJits-v/ife, waving his beam
Upon the pafhed coarfes of the Kings,

Epiftropus and Odius. Polyxenus is (lain ;

Amphimachus and Tboas deadly hurt j

Patroclus ta'en or (lain, and Palamedes

Sore hurt and bruis'd ;
9 the dreadful Sagittary

Appals our numbers : hafte we, Diomede%

To reinforcement, or we perifh all,

Neft. Go bear Patroclus' body to Achillest
And bid the fnail-pac'd Ajax arm for fhame,

There are a thoufand Heftors in the field

:

Now, here he fights
1 on Galatbe his hone,

And there lacks work ; anon, he's there a-foot>

And there they fly or dye, like fcaled fhoals

Before the belching whale : then is he yonder,

8 bajlard Margarelon] The introducing a baftard

fon of Priam, under the name of Margarelon, is one of the cir-

cumtlances taken from the Hory-book of The three Dejlruclions of
Troy. Mr. Theobald,

g the dreadful Sagittary

Appals our numbers:——] " Beyonde the Royalme of Ama-
** fonne came an auncyent Kynge, wyfe and dyfcreete, named
4< Epyftrophus, and brought a M. Knyghtes, and a mervaylloufe
" Belte that was called Sagittary e, that behynde themydde9

was an horfe, and to fore, a Man : This Belle was heery lyke
•* an horfe, and had his Eyen rede as a Coie, and (hotte well with
" a bowe : This Befe made the Grekes fore aferde, andfie^e
44 many of them 'with his Boivef The three Dejlruclions of Troy,

printed by Caxton. Mr. Theobald*

i on Galathe his horfe,] From the fame book is taken this

Enter Neftor.

Ii

Mr. Theobald*

And
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And there the ftrawy z

Greeks, ripe for his edge,

Fall down before him, like the mower's fwath \

Here, there, and ev'ry where, he leaves and takes 5

Dexterity To obeying appetite,

That what he will, he does; and does fo much.
That proof is call'd impoflibility.

Enter UlyfFes.

Ulyf. Oh, courage, courage, Princes ; great Achilles

Is arming, weeping, curfing, vowing vengeance ^

Patroclus* wounds have rowz'd his drowfie blood,

Together with his mangled Myrmidons ,

That nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt, come to him,

Crying on Hetlor. Ajax has loft a friend,

And foams at mouth \ and he is arm'd, and at it,

Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to day

Mad and fantaftick execution ;

Engaging and redeeming of himfelf,

Wich fuch a carelefs force, and forcelels care,

As if that luck in very fpite of cunning

Bad him win all.

SCENE XII.

Enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus! [Exit.

Dio. Ay, there, there.

Nejl. So, fo, we draw together. ^Exeunt,

Enter Achilles.

AchiL Where is this Hetlor?

Come, come, thou boy-killer, (hew me thy face-

Know, what it is to meet Achilles angry.

Hetlor, where's Hetlor ? I will none but Hetlor. [Exit.

2 Greeks, ripe for his edac,

Fall dc-jjn before him, like the mowers fwath; &c] Tho'

this old Aory-book \v?.s our poet's guide in the fable, yet nature

led him up to the fuliime images of Homer> whom want of learning

kept him from acqua ncance with.

Re-enter
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Re-enter Ajax.

Ajax. Troilus, thou coward Troilus, fhew thy head !

Re-enter Diomede.

Dio. Troilus, I fay, w here's Troilus ?

Ajax. What would ft thou ?

Dio. I would correct him.

Ajax. Were I the General, thou fhouldft have my
Office,

Ere that correction : Troilus, I fay, what ! Troilus ?

Enter Troilus.

Trot. Oh, traitor Diomede !. turn thy falfe face, thou

traitor,

And pay thy life, thou owed me for my horfe.

Dio. Ha, art thou there ?

Ajax. I'll fight with him alone: ftand. Diomede.

Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon.

Trot. Come both, you cogging Greeks, have at

you both. [Exeunt, fighting.

Enter Hector.

Heel. Yea, Troilus ? O well fought ! my youngeft

brother.

Enter Achilles.

Achil. Now do I fee thee ; have at thee, Heclor.

Heel. Paufe, if thou wilt. [Fight.

Achil. I do difdain thy courtefie, proud Trojan.

Be happy that my arms are out of ufe,

My Reft and Negligence befriend thee now,

Bat thou anon ftialt hear of me again

:

Till when, go leek thy fortune.

Heel. Fare thee well

;

I would have been much more a frjlher man,

Had I expected thee. How now, my brother?

Enter
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Enter Troilus.

Trot, sfyax hath ta'en JEneas ; (hall it be ?

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heav'n,

He (hall not carry him : I'll be taken too,

Or bring him off: Fate, hear me what I fay %

I reck not, though thou end my life to day. [Exit.

Enter One in armour.

Heel. Stand, (land, thou Greek
7
thou art a goodly

mark

:

No ? wilt thou not? I like thy armour well,

I'M frufh it, and unlock the rivets all,

But I'll be mafter of it ; wilt thou not, bead, abide ?

Why then, fly on, I'll hunt thee for thy hide. [Exit,

Enter Achilles with Myrmidons.

jfcbil. Come here about me, you my Myrmidons.

Mark what I fay, attend me where I wheel

;

Strike not a ftroke, but keep your felves in breath ;

And when I have the bloody Heclor found,

Empale him with your weapons round about:

In felled: manner execute your arms.

Follow me, Sirs, and my Proceeding eye

:

It is decreed

—

lienor the great mud die. \Exeunt.

SCENE XIII.

Enter Therfi tes, Menelaus and Paris.

*fber. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker arc

at it : now bull, now dog ; 'loo, Paris, 'loo ; now
my double-hen'd fparrow ; 'Joo, Paris^ 'loo ; the bull

has the game : 'ware horns, ho.

[Exeunt Paris and Menelaus.

Enter Baftard*

Baft. Turn, Have, and fight.

Tber, Whac art thou ?

0#
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Baft. A baftard fon of Priam's.

Ther. I am a baftard too, I love baftards. I am a

baftard begot, baftard inftructed, baftard in mind,

baftard in valour, in every thing illegitimate: one
Bear will not bire another, and wherefore ihould one
baftard ? take heed, the quarrel's moft ominous to

us; If the lbn of a whore fight for a whore, he

tempts judgment : farewel, baftard.

Baft. The devil take thee, coward. [Exeunt.

SCENE XIV.

Enter Heftor.

Heft. Moft putrified core, fo fair without !

Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life.

Now is my day's work done; I'll take my breath:

Reft, fword, thou haft thy fill of blood and death.

Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons.

AMI. Look, Heftor, how the Sun begins tofet;

How ugly Night comes breathing at his heels

:

Ev'n with the veil and darkning of the Sun,

To clofe the day up, Heftor's life is done.

[They fall upon Hector, and kill him.

Heft. I am unarmed, forego this vantage, Greek.

AMI 3 Strike, fellows, ftrike, this is the man I

feek.

So, Won, fall thou next. Now, Troy, fink down

:

Here lies thy heart, thy finews and thy bone.

On, Myrmidons, and cry you all amain,

Achilles hath the mighty Heftor (lain.

Hark, a retreat upon our Grecian part.

Myr. The Trojan trumpets found the like, my lord.

AMI. The dragon wing of night o'erfpreads the

earth •,

3 Strike, fellows, firike, ] This particular of Achilles

over powering Heftor by number*, U taken from the old ltory-

book. Oxford Editor.

And,
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And, ftickier-like, the armies feparates.

My half-fupt fword, that frankly would have fed,

Pleas'd with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed.

Come, tye his body to my horie's tail

:

Along the field I will the Tryan trail. [Exeunt.

[Sound retreat. Shout.

Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neftor, Diomedc,
and the reft marching.

Aga. Hark, hark, what fhout is that ?

Neft. Peace, drums.

Sol. Achilles! Achilles! tie8or%Qaim\ Achilles!

Bio. The bruit is, Heclor's flain, and by Achillea

Ajax. If it is lb, yet bragiefs let it be

:

Great Heeler was as good a man as he.

Aga. March haftily along; let one be fent

To pray Achilles fee us at our Tent.

If in his death the Gods have us befriended,

Great Troy is ours, and our fharp wars are ended,

[Exeunt,

S C E N E XV.

Enter iEneas, Paris, Antenor and Deiphobus.

Mne* Stand, ho ! yet are we matters of the field

;

Never go home, here ftarve we out the night.

Enter Troilus.

Trot. Heelor is flain.

All Hector! the Gods forbid I

Trot, He's dead, and at the murtherer's horfe's tail

In bedftly fort dragg'd through the fhameful field.

4 Frown on, you heav'ns, elrecl: your rage with fpeed

;

Sir,

4 Tronjcn on, ycu bea-j ns< effeel your rage *v:itb fpeed',

Sit, Gods, upon your Thrones, and smile at Troy ,] Here
Troilus is made to invoke the Gods to fkofyn in one line, and to

/mile in ihe o:her : And, as if he had n >t <ed noni'enie enough,

after having made them do and undo, ai,d protract the fatecf Troy,

in
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Sit, Gods, upon your Thrones, and fmite at 7roy
9

I fay, at once. Let your brief plagues be mercy,

And linger not our fure deftructions on.

JEne. My lord, you do difcomfort all the HofL
Trot. You understand me not, that tell me fo

:

I do not fpeak of flight, of fear, of death,

But dare all imminence, that Gods and men
Addrefs their dangers in. Heclor is gone!

Who mall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba ?

Let him, that will a fcrietch-owl ay be call'd,

Go into Troy, and (ay there, Bettor's dead :

That is a word will Priam turn to ftone j

5 Make welling Niches of the maids and wives ;

Cold ftatues of the youth ; and, in a word,

Scare Troy out of it felf. But march away,

Heclor is dead : there is no more to fay.

Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents,

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains :

Let Titan rife as early as he dare,

I'll through and through you. And thou, great- fiz'd

coward

!

No fpace of earth fhall funder our two hates ;

PJ1 haunt thee, like a wicked confeience ftill,

That mouldeth Goblins fwifc as Frenzy's thoughts.

Strike a free March to Troy! with comfort go :

Hope of revenge fhall hide our inward woe.

Enter Pandarus.

Pan. But hear you, hear you ?

in the next line he begs them to be fpeedy and brief, and difpatch,

them at once. We mould read and point the paftage thus,

Sit, Gods, upon your Thrones, and SMITI at Troy,
Ifay, at once. Let your briefplagues be mercy.

5 Make wells and N iobes of the maids and ivi-ves ;] We
mould certainly read, welling Niobe s, i. e. Niobes welling, or

dreaming down with tears. To -votll, an old word to bubble or

fpring out. The image of Niobe was here properly employed. So
in Hamlet, —— like Niobe all tears.

But the Oxford Editor alters i: to wells and rivers.

Troi,
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Trot. Hence, brothel-lacquey j ignominy, fhame

[Strikes him.
Purfue thy life, and live ay with thy name

!

[Exeunt.
Pan. A goodly med'cine for my aking bones ! Oh

world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent defpis'd :

Oh, traitors and bawds, how earneftly are you fet at

work, and how ill requited ? why mould our endea-

vour be fo lov'd, and the performance fb loath'd ?

what verfe for it ? what inftance for it ? »let me
fee

Full merrily the humble-bee doth fing,

'Till he hath loft his honey and his fting ;

But being once fubdu'd in armed tail,

Sweet honey and fweet notes together fail.

Good traders in the flefii, fet this in your painted

cloths-

As many as be here of Pandar's Hall,

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar's Fall

;

Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans,

Though not for me, yet for your aking bones.

Brethren and fillers of the hold-door trade,

Some two months hence my will mail here be made:
It mould be now •, but that my fear is this,
6 Some galled goofe of Winchefier would hifs

;

•Till then, Til fweat, and feek about for eafes ;

And at that time bequeath you my difeafes. [Exit,

6 Some galhd goofe of Winchefter— ] The publick ftews

were anciently under the jurifdi&ion of the bilhop of Winchefier.

Mr. Pope,

The End of the Seventh Volume,














